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RAZO RCAKE Is a magazine dedicated to DIY punk, independent culture, and amplifying unheard 


voices. As a 501(c)(3) non-profit organization, we’re sustained by subscriptions, donations, advertisements, and 
grants. All support is greatly appreciated. We feel when we work together, life is a little more bearable. On one side 
is a terrifying culture of manipulation, and on the other side are all of us. 

Anyone has the potential to be a Razorcake contributor. If you don’t see or hear what you’d like covered, lend us a helping hand. 
If you’re knowledgeable about DIY punk, are open to the editing of your work, can meet deadlines, and follow instructions, we'll 
consider your contribution. All creative content is done on a volunteer basis. Razorcake does not tolerate racist, sexist, homophobic, 
transphobic, or ableist bullshit—and we've held these ethics since our start in 2001. DIY punk can’t be fully captured, understood, 
or expressed by white men. Diversity makes us a better punk organization. We’re encouraging people who are marginalized—by 
ethnicity, gender, sexuality, class, and personal experience—to submit material to Razorcake. Let’s work with each other. 
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FACULTY MEN - IT’S FUN TO 
DISAPPEAR LP/CD 
Buffalo blue-collar punk 


RICHARD VAIN - NIGHT JAMMER 
LP/CD 
Ex-Ponys, Chicago rock, psych, 


wallaoteacina GINO AND THE GOONS - Off the Rails LP/CD 


Tampa Loose and Loud Rock and Roll 












WOOD CHICKENS - 
WELL DONE LP/CD 
More punk than ever before! 


SWEET JAP 
Japanese punk rock 
on one-sided LP, Cherry Red vinyl 


SWEET KNIVES - | DON’T WANNA DIE 
Double Gatefold 7” 
Double the Memphis sweetness! 
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WHITE SAVAGE/FOOTBALL split 


BASEBALL FURIES - 


ALL AMERICAN PSYCHO LP Ex-Baseball Furies, Ponys, 
Repressed on Red, White and and Guilty Pleasures creating 
Blue vinyl chaotic punk 


LOST SOUNDS - MEMPHIS IS DEAD LP 
Repressed on 180 gram and 
Smokey Clear vinyl! 








Group Sex and Climate Change 

It was so fucking hot when I got off work in the late afternoon, 
regularly over 110 near Lake Mead. I drove a ’69 Ford Falcon at the 
time, without air conditioning and thin velour covers over black vinyl 
seats. One of the few upgrades was a working cassette player, which 
I cranked to hear after I got up over 45 miles per hour as the side vent 
windows channeled as much air into the car as possible. It felt like I 
was being hit by a massive hair dryer instead of frying on the seat. 
Sometimes, I’d wear gloves because the steering wheel was too hot. 

In 1988, one summer during high school, I worked at the chem lab 
at the Las Vegas Valley Water District. I remember very little about my 
summer employment besides being schooled early by my seasoned 
co-worker Charles to not work too fast, otherwise I’d end up doing 
other people’s work and they’d get both the credit and more time to 
not work. We spent the day at a measured pace autoclaving a bunch 
of glassware and making the media that were used in the afternoon to 
test the drinking water for the Las Vegas Valley which tested bacteria 
and fungi levels. 

One morning, Charles took me on a short field trip outside. Lake 
Mead was less than fifty feet away from the building, in an adjacent 
inlet. On top of the inlet was a narrow access road, about ten feet above 
the water. On top of that dirt road was a long, really expensive-looking 
motorboat that could have been on the intro to Miami Vice. That boat 
almost made it over, its bottom was scraped all to hell and no one was 
around. “Happens once in awhile when the lake goes down,” Charles 
said. “People... well, people get drunk... but they remember the lake 
in the early ’80s, and they could shoot right through here when that 
road was under water. Some’d rooster tail and splash the side of the 
building...” Charles paused. “This water’s only going to go down.” 
We went back inside and slowly started our daily tasks. For the next 
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decade, I thought Charles was overreacting. The lake’s level stayed 
about the same. 

Being of limited means, I had about ten cassettes in rotation 
that summer, most of them dupes and collections I’d swapped with 
friends. Out of my new-to-me purchases that year, I remember driving 
home to the Circle Jerks’ Group Sex the most. No radio reception. 
Just day after day after day of Group Sex on tape—all fifteen minutes 
and twenty-five seconds of it on one side to help ignore the heat. (The 
other was blank “to help ruin the record industry.”) That record’s 
permanently baked into my brain. It’s hard for me to comprehend that 
2020 is its forty-year anniversary. How did something so “Live Fast 
Die Young” get to be so durable and punk-timeless? 

Two weeks ago, my dad and I rode bikes on the River Mountains 
Loop Trail, which he helps maintain as a volunteer. The place I used to 
work is now hundreds of yards away from the edge of Lake Mead. The 
lake has dropped over 100 feet vertically and its shape is completely 
different than when I grew up around it as a kid. It’s dire. It’s a crisis. 
It looks like a draining bathtub, surrounded by ever-more-prominent 
rings of chalky white. The lake’s being sucked dry, a combination of 
an ever-expanding Vegas and accelerating climate change. 

It seems almost ludicrous the legacy of an album I screamed 
“World Up My Ass” along to as a kid may outlast a natural resource 
that’s enabled so many people to live in Arizona, California, and 
Nevada since Boulder Dam backed up the Colorado River in 1936 to 
make Lake Mead. And as much as I love the Circle Jerks—that’s an 
absolutely terrifying prospect. 

Welcome to Razorcake issue #115, featuring One Punk’s Guide to 
Climate Change and an interview with Keith Morris. 

—Todd Taylor 


THANK YOU: Bolt cutter and yellow rose thanks to Erica Freas for the 
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to Bone Dust for Donna’s illo.; Slowly... slowly... slowly in a complete 
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and layout; Busking’s unrecommended for five hours or more a day, but 
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interview, photographs, layout, and transcription; Diabetes, lies, and 
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Colver, Deb Frazin, Anthony Mehlhaff, and Eric Baskauskas for the 
Keith Morris interview, photos, and layout; We. Are. So. Fucked. thanks 
to Kevin Dunn and Shane Milner for the One Punk's Guide to Climate 
Change article and illos. 


“Choruses that'll burrow in the skull like a mango fly.” —Keith Rosson, 
Death Ridge Boys, (Don’t Let Them) Divide Us 7”. Thanks to 115's rotation 
of music, zine, and book reviewers: Liz Jones, Jennifer Federico, Lorien 
Lamarr, Michael T. Fournier, Kayla Greet, Matt Werts, Indiana Laub, Ty 
Stranglehold, Chad Williams, Kurt Morris, Ryan Nichols, Paul J. Comeau, 
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Jim Woster, Rick V., Buddha, Kevin Dunn, jimmy cooper, Rosie Gonce, 
and Aphid Peewit. 
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I felt heard, I 
felt cherished. 


They Being Dead Yet Speakth 


“Here’s the opening line for your 
column: A Jew, an Arab, and a Mexican 
walk into a bar in Yeovil.” The unspoken 
punchline being the bartender at that pub was 
in a shirt with a.Nazi eagle and SS bolts, and 
I was stressing we were about to get Green 
Room-ed. Later, I was stressing again, about 
getting my column done by deadline while I 
was in the middle of our Razorcake reading 
tour through the United Kingdom. In a short 
eleven days, my tour mate Daryl Gussin was 
no longer just my longtime friend. He had 
become a trusted, witty, encouraging voice 
of reason; a combatant against my personal 
doubts and cynicism. Someone who will 
protect me from actual Nazis. And there was 
an entire sea of punks beyond him, across the 
Atlantic, willing to do the same—so maybe it 
was time I also champion myself. 

I had never considered going on tour. 
I’m not in bands, I can’t even play an 
instrument. I never even think to do zine 
readings unless someone else asks me. 
When Daryl asked if I wanted to go on 
tour with him, my knee-jerk reaction was 
to decline, because what business do I have 
going on tour and reading my writings to 
a bunch of British strangers? It felt really 
reckless when I bought my plane ticket and 
accepted. I brought Emma, one of my best 
friends I’ve known my entire life, to assure 
myself at least someone wouldn’t get tired 
of me by the end. Daryl brought Mycul, 
his friend and housemate who I had never 
met. The bad whispers in my brain told me 
this was going to be a disaster; a conflicting 
combination of four incompatible misfits, 
where only two knew each other. 

As we traveled from London to Yeovil, 
Bristol to Stockport, Liverpool to Durham, 
and Edinburgh to Dundee, I was repeatedly 
surprised to find that we were possibly 
the best four who could have been paired 
together in a small Hyundai hatchback. We 
were resourceful, we were well tempered; we 
had shared experiences, beliefs, and humor. 
As we visited each city, we found ourselves 
surrounded by the same sense of belonging 
and connectedness. Old friends from the U.K. 
I once hosted nearly a decade prior as they 
toured the U.S. were now happily hosting 
us in kind, the passing time hadn’t withered 
any affection. New friends casually opened 
their doors and refrigerators to us in spite 
of how unknown and unwashed we were. 
The gratefulness I still feel is incomparable. 
There is nothing I hold closer to my heart 


than each and every instance when someone 
is willingly and deliberately kind to me. 

The emotions of touring were unlike 
anything I have felt on a vacation or a road 
trip, which is what I initially thought touring 
would be like. Each day there was a little 
nervousness at the chance of having a bad 
reading, or fucking up while driving on the 
left side of the road. Each day, I grew fonder 
of the four people in the car with me. Each 
day, I made a new friend or reunited with 
a familiar face. A couple times I even had 
the fear of being murdered (the bartender 
was in an actual Nazi shirt, so what else 
was I supposed to think). One particular 
morning in Scotland, I was really irritable 
and pissy. One evening in Durham, I was 
menstruatingly emotional and went way off 
script and nearly cried mid-reading in front 
of thirty people who clearly just wanted to 
see the main band. 

These emotions sprouted between the 
cracks in my self-esteem. That same demon 
that told me not to go on tour was now met 
in battle with the actual voice of someone in 
front of me, telling me they were moved by 
my reading. I sold out of my zines, twice. 
People hugged me out of want, and not out of 
obligation. I felt heard, I felt cherished. I took 
sparse notes about each day on tour for this 
column and I wrote the same two lines over 
and over: “I’m getting LASIK, fuck these 
glasses” and “Daryl was nice to me today.” I 
joked about it, but I was sincerely convinced 
I was only going to aggravate him with my 
personality. Eleven days of never being 
apart, but I was still convinced he would have 
preferred a tour without me. I apologized to 
him for obviously being loud and obnoxious 
afterwards while on our eleven-hour flight 
home. He successfully convinced my low 
self-esteem he enjoyed every minute of 
touring, then willingly talked with me for 
another five hours. 

Touring brought both the healing and 
perspective I desperately needed. In the U.S., 
political anxieties have turned to political 
fatigue and the fight feels more uphill than 
ever before. My job is overwhelming most 
days, and I’m experiencing burnout. Familial 
obligations have always stressed me to the 
point of breaking. My bullshit brain keeps 
telling me to do more, and be more, and fight 
harder. Though it’s impossible to solve all 
the world’s problems, I blame myself for not 
stretching myself even thinner. Putting five 
thousand miles between myself and my life, 


and hardly checking my phone, made me 
feel like nothing back home could touch me. 
I was free. And in that temporary freedom, 
I found what mattered most: camaraderie, 
vulnerability, compassion, fearlessness, 
creativity. As Conroy’s Basement in Dundee, 
Scotland had painted above the stage, “Be 
Radical, Spread Joy.” DIY is radical, punk is 
my all-encompassing joy. 

In the U.K., I was through the looking 
glass. The bands we love, the shirts we 
wear, the politics we hold—it’s all the 
same, but through a different lens and with 
a lovely accent. The shift allowed me to 
see myself reflected everywhere we went, 
and I absolutely loved those reflections. 
When facing myself, I only harbor critique 
and failed expectations, yet when I saw 
something identical within someone else, I 
was so charmed and proud of all they were 
and all they had accomplished. 

Each stop had a sober punk for me and 
Mycul, to stand with in solidarity, and I 
admired each of them for breaking out of the 
self-destructive mold of punk expectation 
(instead of feeling like I was killing the 
party). Each stop had other vegans, so Daryl 
and I were never at a loss for food, or put 
in any situation where we felt like our 
personal convictions were inconvenient or 
burdensome to the people around us. When 
friends expressed deep concerns about those 
in political power but were at a loss of what 
more they could do, I knew the feeling all too 
well myself. Our last night in London was 
the night Brexit would begin and everyone 
seemed tense, sad, or angry. I was so proud of 
them for surviving it all, for thriving despite 
all evidence to the contrary. They still took 
the time out of their busy lives to listen to two 
Americans who work on a fanzine they’ve 
probably never heard of, read their goddamn 
hearts out. We are committed to each other 
through this scene, we support each other, we 
lift as we climb. 

Standing in Durham Cathedral, Daryl 
and I stared up at a banner on the wall for the 
Durham Miners Association, a trade union 
that still fights for workers’ rights. “They 
Being Dead Yet Speaketh” was written 
across the bottom in gold. “That’s the name 
of the tour,” I said to him. It’s from the story 
of Cain and Abel, where Abel’s example was 
still influential after his murder. What we 
had written and were reading each night held 
purpose and influence, and would continue 
to ripple beyond us, beyond this tour. I also 





BONE DUST | @BON3DUST 


There is nothing | hold closer to my heart 
than each and every instance when someone 
is willingly and deliberately kind to me. 


personally imbued it with another meaning: 
In defiance of my low self-worth, I was still 
on this tour and reading, speaking. 

Traveling around the world and sharing 
our creative spirit with others is intimidating, 
daunting, and kind of expensive. It is also 
restorative, sentimental and so very needed. 
It isn’t about the people in the crowd (or the 
lack thereof), it’s about shedding our anxious 
skins, daring to be prolific, and sharing our 
lives with others so we may collectively 
grow. Every night I heard Daryl call out our 
excuses, like “broken dreams and credit card 
debt,” and I vowed I would heed his advice. 
I would stay creative, and I would set aside 


judgment—especially the unfair judgment I 
always piled so heavily on myself. 

As distant as our lives are, we are all part 
of the same tessellation. Our nexus of punk 
and DIY is a true unifier. Discussing “unity” 
within punk is such a dumb cliché, but it is 
something I owe so much to. Gratitude was 
constantly pouring out of me on tour, and 
I wanted to fiercely thank each person in a 
way that would be deep and true, something 
more than just saying those two words we all 
say a dozen times each day. I wanted to tell 
everyone how much I cared, find a way to 
use my words to return the confidence and 
admiration that they had so graciously given 


me. I thanked Daryl for inviting me on the 
tour so many times, and yet I still don’t feel 
like I was able to really encapsulate how 
appreciative I truly was. Hopefully this 
column finally helps me get those words just 
right. Hopefully everyone truly knows how 
much I treasure their efforts, and their being. 
How all we do encourages me to love myself 
more than I sometimes think I should. To love 
me, the same way I truly love all of them. 

Except that Nazi bartender. That asshole 
can get fucked. 


—Donna Ramone & 
PAZORCAKE 07 





It was a Sensitive 
vessel full of alert 
seamen. 


The 360 Club sometimes Going In Circles 


When I was in the Navy, I yearned to join 
a secret society called the 360 Club. 

I’m pretty sure its existence was a myth, 
a product of late nights and long watches, 
a toxic combo of male bravado and meth 
amphetamines, but I wanted to belong so 
badly I would lie awake in my rack at night, 
staring up at the pipes that ran along the 
overhead,- and scheme about how I would 
gain entry to this society so secret most of 
my shipmates didn’t even know it existed. 

To be admitted to the 360 Club, you 
only had to do one thing, but this act was so 
brazen, so contrary to not only the rules of 
the United States Navy, but to the laws that 
guided and governed seafarers for centuries, 
that I couldn’t imagine actually going through 
with it. 

* 

After boot camp, I wasn’t eligible for 
any special training, so I was sent directly 
to the fleet. I ended up 2,700 miles from 
home at the U.S.S. Meyerkord, Destroyer 
Squadron 7, Naval Base San Diego. Because 
I didn’t qualify for a rating, I was designated 
a non-rated deck seaman and placed in First 
Division. If you joined the Navy with a felony 
on your record, flunked out of your specialty 
school, or weren’t a United States citizen, 
you went to First Division. They called us 
deck apes. I don’t know why. Maybe because 
in the old days deck seamen climbed the 
rigging like monkeys in the forest. I didn’t 
take it personally. , 

I remember the very first instant I set foot 
on the Meyerkord. I came up the gangway, 
turned to the National Ensign—aka the 
flag—and gave ita smart salute. Then I turned 
to the Officer of the Deck, saluted him, and 
requested permission to come aboard. That’s 
how it was done. I don’t know if they still do 
it that way, but I imagine it was done like this 
for a long, long time before I showed up. 

Now the OOD, a Chief Petty Officer 
from Supply Division, I would later learn, 
had a mild form of Tourette Syndrome. He 
didn’t make strange noises, but he had many, 
many facial tics. He was constantly blinking 
and yawning and sticking out his tongue. 
Unless you knew the guy, you would swear 
he was up to some kind of joke; he wasn’t. 
This was what he had to deal with every 
single day of his life. He made a hell of a 
first impression. 


Needless to say, I thought he was fucking 
with me. I handed him my orders and he 
sent the Messenger of the Watch to get the 
Leading Petty Officer from First Division. 
The whole time, Fuck this guy, ran through 
my head like the chorus of a song. 

It was a bizarre way to start my life at sea. 

* 


The job of a deck ape can be summed up 
with two words: paint and preservation. The 
ships were made of steel and steel rusts when 
it’s exposed to water and ships float in water, 
so guess what? 

When the Meyerkord was in port our 
job was to keep the ship spic and span and 
that meant a never-ending battle with rust. 
We’d use sand paper and paint scrapers and 
chipping hammers and pneumatic tools to get 
rid of the rust. Then we’d cover it up with 
primer and paint, and move on to the next 
rusted-out door, deck, bulkhead, or stanchion. 
This took up the bulk of my existence. We 
were essentially janitors for the military 
industrial complex. 

When the ship went out to sea, however, 
it was a different story. We put away our 
sandpaper and paintbrushes and did all the 
nautical shit you imagine sailors doing. 
We tied knots, handled lines, and were in 
charge of the boats. We conducted exercises 
with other ships, exchanging goods, fuel, 
and even personnel. We stood lookout and 
relayed messages to the bridge. But the 
coolest and most important thing we did 
was steer the ship. 

Why was First Division in charge of 
manning the helm? 

I don’t know. It always struck me as 
strange that the sailors with the least amount 
of training, many of whom had failed in 
some egregious way (one of my shipmates 
was a cadet from the Naval Academy who 
flunked chemistry and got sent to the fleet) 
had the greatest responsibility. Before I 
enlisted, I got a bunch of speeding tickets 
and my driver’s license was suspended. But 
did that stop me from steering a billion dollar 
warship carrying nuclear weapons with 130 
souls aboard? 

Hell fucking no. 

Because it was an old ship, the helm 
was a big brass wheel that weighed at least 
thirty pounds. It didn’t have spokes, like on 
old fashioned ships, but it was heavy and 


Is Easier Said Than Done 


smooth, and when the OOD shouted, “Left 
full rudder,” it was a thrill to throw the wheel 
to the left with all your might and feel it glide 
under your palms. 

We weren’t navigators. That wasn’t our 
job. Our job was to follow orders. But steering 
a ship is not like driving a car. It requires a 
certain touch one intuits by feel that comes 
with time and experience, a combination 
sailors refer to as “salt.” 

* 

The ship’s bridge could be a very intense 
place. The OOD, who was not the captain, 
was under a lot of pressure to ensure the ship 
got to where it was going without hitting 
anything along the way. In the middle of 
the ocean, this was fairly straightforward. In 
places with large clusters of islands, it turned 
into a “sweat ex,” meaning a high-pressure 
exercise with intense oversight. If the captain 
started barking at the OOD, guess who the 
OOD barked at? 

For instance, the night we cruised through 
a narrow strait in the Sea of Japan crowded with 
fishing trawlers and hydrofoils on the tenth 
anniversary of our ship’s collision with another 
ship in the exact same place was a sweat ex. 
Understandably so, but it still sucked. 

Some deck apes were better helmsmen 
than others. If you could get on course and 
stay on course, the junior officers on the 
bridge noticed and something like trust 
developed, which the deck apes immediately 
sought to betray. I was one of those apes. 
That’s when one of the saltier seamen in the 
division, a guy named Daniels but whom 
everyone referred to as Dirty Dan or DD 
because he seldom showered, told me about 
the 360 Club. 

“What’s that?” I asked. 

“It’s when you turn the ship around in a 
complete circle.” 

“You mean...” 

“Without orders and without getting 
caught.” 

“That’s impossible,” I said. 

“If you say so,” DD said with a shrug. 
Dirty Dan was salty as fuck. 

For the rest of my watch, I mulled the 
logistics of turning the ship around in a 
complete circle. First of all, you couldn’t do 
it when you were actually going somewhere. 
The officers on deck were constantly 
conversing with the navigators to determine 
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We were janitors for the military 
industrial complex. 


the best course and speed to reach our 
destination, and they obsessed over these 
numbers constantly, which they periodically 
relayed to the captain. Any deviation would 
be noticed immediately. 

Turning the ship around in a complete 
circle could only be done when the ship 
wasn’t going anywhere, and these occasions 
were few and far between. For instance, after 
a week of exercises with other vessels, we 
would sometimes have time to kill between 
the end of a drill and before we were due at 
the mouth of the harbor to meet the tugboats 
that would tow us to our berth. To conserve 
fuel we’d cruise around at low speed with 
no particular destination in mind. After the 
exercises, which were hard on the junior 
officers, they’d decompress and think about 
how they’d performed during the drill and 
the new tasks that awaited them in port. It 
was the closest they ever came to relaxing. 

(One thing about working on the bridge: 
we were never under the illusion that the 
officers who made our lives hell were getting 
any more sleep than we were, but we still 
hated them, and the feeling was mutual.) 

The most challenging aspect of turning 
the ship around, I imagined on many a 


lonely night while staring at the place where 
I imagined the horizon to be, was you had 
to do it very, very slowly. The Meyerkord 
was not a big ship. If the weather was bad 
we got tossed around like a tin can. It was 
a sensitive vessel, you might say, full of 
alert seamen. If you jerked the wheel left 
or right, everyone onboard would feel it. 
Anything but the subtlest of turns would 
rouse the salty sailors from their slumbers, 
wondering where we were going. To turn 
the ship around in a circle, you’d have to 
do it slowly. 

What balls, \ thought. 

DD wasn’t a member of the 360 Club, 
but he claimed to have witnessed one of our 
shipmates do it. 

“Who?” I demanded. 

He refused to tell me. 

* 


We steamed to San Francisco, Hawaii, 
the Philippine Islands, and Japan. While we 
were in Yokosuka, a deck ape named Puckett 
from Las Cruces, New Mexico, was escorted 
off the ship by the military police. He’d 
failed a drug test and was being kicked out of 
the Navy. DD was upset for weeks. One night 
in the South China Sea, he told me Puckett 


had been the last member of the 360 Club. 
There had been other members before him, 
but they were all gone. There was officially 
no one in the club. 

We'll see about that, | thought. 

Over the next few weeks we shuttled back 
and forth between the navy bases at Subic 
Bay in the Philippines and Yokosuka, Japan. 
Everyone on the bridge became intimate with 
the route. 

One night after dead-in-the-water drills 
that tossed the boat around like a child’s 
toy, we were told to stand by until we were 
given further orders. We cruised at low 
speed, no particular destination in mind. 
One hour turned to two, and when it was 
my turn to take the helm, we were still 
waiting on instructions. The bridge was 
quiet. The seas were calm. The horizon 
was a flat expanse of black. The enlisted 
men on duty retreated to their corners, and 
I swore the OOD was asleep on his feet. I 
caught DD’s eye by the boatswain’s table, 
put a finger to my lips, and slowly, ever so 
slowly, began to turn the ship. 


—Jim Ruland & 
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Your Brain in the Middle 


Some music you have to really listen to. 
You can’t stream it through the tinny, little 
speaker on your phone or laptop. You need 
a real format—vinyl, CD, cassette, FLAC— 
going through a device that honors the music, 
that lets you hear all the parts. 

Take the Jumpstarted Plowhards album, 
Round One. Get your best pair of headphones. 
The kind that cover your ears and make you 
feel like the whole world is just you and this 
music. Play the album from the beginning. On 
your left ear, you’! hear that distinctive guitar 
sound of Todd Congelliere (F.Y.P, Toys That 
Kill, Clown Sounds, et cetera.). Even if the 
volume is turned down, it sounds noisy, like 
when you walk into a club a minute before 
your favorite punk band is about to start. 
On your right ear, you’ll hear a bass riff as a 
perfect complement. It’s smooth like a power 
slide on a hill that no one should skate down. 
It sounds like a Mike Watt bass riff. The tone 
is so perfect, the riff so deceptively simple 
that only Mike Watt can play it like this. And 
between Todd’s guitars and Watt’s bass is 
nothing but your brain, putting it all together. 
That’s what it means to listen to music. 

I’ve been listening to it every day since 
I got it a few months ago. Really listening 
to it. It’s the kind of music that rewards your 
attention. I’m also strangely sentimental 
about a brand new album. 


I moved to Atlanta when I was twenty- 
three. I’d been working as a framing 
carpenter in Florida, but a very. painful 
industrial accident convinced me I needed to 
make some changes. I came up with a plan. 
I would quit working construction, move 
to the nearest cool city, get a job waiting 
tables (which I’d never done before), write 
a novel, and let that novel change my life. I 
put that plan in action. I quit my job. I drove 
up to Atlanta, spent the night with a college 
buddy of mine, and looked for an apartment 
the next day. I found a cheap studio in a 
part of Atlanta that was, at the time, home 
to a number of crack and meth enthusiasts. 
Now, the neighborhood is gentrified in an 
annoying way. All of the people like me who 
once lived there have been priced out. The 
neighborhood has been taken over by money, 
then reconstructed to look like the old, cool 
neighborhood it once was. It’s like a Disney 
version of my old life. 

I went back to Florida, got all of my stuff 
(which fit conveniently in the back of my 


little Nissan pickup) and moved in among the 
crackheads. I had a mattress on the floor of 
my studio. I had a couch that really belonged 
on the curb I rescued it from. I had a TV so 
old it didn’t have a remote control. I had a 
milk crate holding the TV up. I had a desk 
and a chair and a word processor. I had a 
boombox and the empty cardboard box from 
a case of Rolling Rock that housed my CD 
collection. I had a little bit of money, but not 
enough. I needed a job right away. 

The search for the job didn’t go as 
quickly as I hoped. After two weeks of 
visiting every restaurant in the city, talking 
to every manager, I finally found a guy in 
Underground Atlanta who would give me a 
shot. On the morning of my first day of work, 
Thad six dollars. When I say that, I want you 
to understand that I had no credit card, no 
money in the bank, and no friends in town 
from whom I could borrow money. I had 
parents, but they were never the kind to just 
give me money. They would’ve encouraged 
me to move back to Florida and let me live 
with them while I got my old construction 
job and saved enough money to get my own 
place. There was no way they would’ve 
gone to Western Union and wired me any 
cash. I would’ve had to come up with the 
gas money to Florida on my own, probably 
through day labor. So when I say I had six 
dollars, I mean I had six fucking dollars. If 
I fucked up on my first day waiting tables— 
which I’d never done before and claimed I 
had—I was screwed. 

Luckily, a patient server trained me. The 
restaurant gave me a shift meal—my only 
meal that day—and the server training me 
gave me a part of her tips. Thirteen bucks. I 
was back in the game. 

When I started working my own shifts 
and coming home with my own cash, I took 
a little bit of that cash and walked down to 
Criminal Records. I bought Post-Mersh, Vol. 
7. It had two Minutemen albums on it: The 
Punch Line and What Makes a Man Start 
Fires? Because | was broke and saving all 
my tip money to cover the next month’s 
rent, I spent most of my time in that little 
apartment listening to the Minutemen and 
writing a novel. 

Those songs hit me just right. The lyrics 
were printed in 1-point font on the inside. I’d 
squint and read things that were so complex 
they were simple. “History Lesson” told me 
“A hundred thousand years ago homo sapiens 


stood erect. Mind empty. Mind fresh. Created 
love and hate. Created god and antigod. 
Human slaughtered human for power.” Those 
are the lyrics for the whole song (except that 
D. Boon screams “slaughtered human” a 
bunch of times). It was perfect to me. A goal. 
How do you capture so much with so few 
words? And the music, holy shit! Mike Watt 
taught us all what a bass can do. Who knew? 

More than anything else I listened to those 
days, the Minutemen were the soundtrack 
for the first draft of my first book. It took 
me two or three months to write the novel. 
It took me five years to massage that draft 
into something I liked, then publish it. Every 
time I’d revise the book, I’d listen to Post- 
Mersh, Vol.1. \t brought back the feelings 
from the first draft. And I know, for all of 
you Minutemen fans out there, that Double 
Nickels on the Dime is their best album. I 
agree. But Post-Mersh, Vol. 1 has its own 
room deep inside my heart. 

The bass lines on that new Jumpstarted 
Plowhards bring me back to that room in my 
heart like nothing Mike Watt has done since 
the Minutemen days. 


So that takes care of the right ear. 
On the left is Todd Congelliere’s guitar 
and, when the song gets going, his voice. 
They’re both distinctive. Regardless of the 
band, if Todd’s in it, you know right away. 
I know it right away because I’ve had one 
Todd Congelliere album or another in high 
rotation since 2001. 


In 2001, I moved to Los Angeles. I’d been 
working. as a site supervisor on construction 
sites. I hated that job and that life. I needed a 
way out. So I negotiated for an empty lot in 
Florida, I got a loan, I built a house on that 
lot, and sold it. I hired people to do most of 
the labor on the house, but I also did a lot 
myself so that I could pocket more money off 
the deal. In the end, I had $11,000. I loaded 
everything I owned into the back of my little 
Nissan pickup. There was enough room left 
over for me to put a bed in and sleep in it 
on the way. My transmission gave out in 
Alabama so I had to wait two days while it 
was repaired. This meant I landed in L.A. 
with $9,000. 

Thad a plan. Todd Taylor and I had rented 
a little shithole in Highland Park. We dubbed 
it Razorcake HQ. We started working on the 
zine that day. I knew that I could do the zine 
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Todd introduced me to the two guitarists and songwriters in 
the band, Todd and Sean met Todd and Sean. 


We're all part of a generation of men with one 
of a dozen of monosyllabic names. 


full time until my $9,000 ran out. I lived off 
it for one year. 

At one point during that year, Todd 
and I went down to Mr. T’s Bowl to watch 
Toys That Kill. Todd introduced me to the 
two guitarists and songwriters in the band, 
Todd Congelliere and Sean Cole. So Todd 
and Sean met Todd and Sean. We’re all 
part of a generation of men with one of a 
dozen of monosyllabic names. Jim, Joe, 
Matt, Paul, Doug, and Scott know what I’m 
talking about. 

Toys That Kill had just released their first 
album, The Citizen Abortion. \'d say it’s my 
favorite TTK album, but the truth is, I just 
listen to the most recent TTK album until 
the new one comes out. They’ve been steady 
enough over the years to keep me from going 
back to their old stuff. When I do listen to The 
Citizen Abortion again, it brings me back to 


those early days of Razorcake and those first 
few issues. Todd and I would do so much to 
bring an issue out that it’s overwhelming for 
me to think about it now. Todd would wrangle 
ads. I’d work with distributors. Todd would 
lay out half the magazine. I’d lay out the 
other half. We’d each do a couple interviews 
for each issue. We'd write dozens of record 
and zine reviews. I’d write my column last. 
My whole contribution to Razorcake these 
days was an afterthought back then. 

TTK was in the background for a lot 
of that work. They were in the foreground, 
too. I’d see them play probably once a 
month, either because they were playing 
with someone | wanted to see or just because 
they put on such a great show. They were the 
band on the cover of issue. #7. Todd, Sean, 
and Chachi came by Razorcake HQ for a 
photo session. They squatted in the alley with 


deadly toys. It’s one of my all-time favorite 
covers for the goofiness factor alone. 


So now when I listen to the Jumpstarted 
Plowhards, Todd Congelliere and Mike Watt 
remind me that, two times in the past, I had a 
ridiculous plan for getting off the construction 
sites of my youth and having a better life. 
These songs remind me those plans weren’t 
ridiculous after all. They actually worked 
out very well for me. And I think about a 
Mike Watt interview I heard years ago. The 
interviewer asked Watt what he was thinking 
when he wrote those early Minutemen songs. 
Watt said something along the lines of, “We 
were trying to do something different. I 
thought that was the whole point.” 
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NO PLACE FOR OLD MEN: 


MY NIGHT AT THE SKATEPARK 


I was never a skateboarder. To be sure, 
I did own a skateboard at one point—one of 
those stubby, narrow things one could find at 
any discount, drug, or department store during 
skateboarding’s resurgence in the late *70s— 
but I never had, like, a real one, where you get 
a deck and trucks and wheels and crave gnarly 
vert or whatever. Consequently, I haven’t 
spent all that much time around skateboarding 
facilities, and what time I have spent has 
mostly been for purposes of playing shows. 
Be this as it may, it is the middle of January 
in Northeastern Wisconsin, and I am hauling 
my gear thru the ice and slush of the local 
skatepark’s rear parking lot, to play a show for 
an audience who, if my math is correct, might 
not even be a third of my age. Punk Rock: 
Your Daily Affirmation of Oldness! 

My new bandis called the Smart Shoppers. 
I play bass, the punk rock frontman retirement 
plan. We sound sort of like a cross between 
the B-52’s and Devo on one side, and Crime 
and the Dead Kennedys on the other. Vaguely. 
Before our first gig, our singer told me that the 
band “thing” was that we were gonna dress up 
in argyle sweater vests, “like Ned Flanders or 
someone.” | believe my initial response to this 
was, “You guys have fun with that.” I mean, 
half the point of being in a band is dressing 
up in cool, wacky outfits and getting your 
picture taken; taking the, stage looking like a 
State Farm agent seems to be pretty far afield 
of my sartorial interests. By about the third 
gig, I realized that if I coupled a cool enough 
argyle sweater vest with a loud enough dress 
shirt, I could get enough of a look out of it not 
to feel like I’d totally subverted my optical 
aesthetic for cheap khaki irony, so now I’m 
into it. I also started a new job. Our dress 
code in the office is “business casual.” I am 
given to understand that “business casual” 
somehow means “polo shirts.” I hate fucking 
polo shirts. As a result, the argyle-sweater- 
based outfits I’ve been wearing onstage (with 
some quotient of implicit ironic intent) with 
the Smart Shoppers have now become the 
clothes I wear to the office every day in all 
apparent seriousness. Like the photon, punk 
is its own antiparticle. The rear door to the 
skatepark opens directly into the BMX ramp 
area, where the be-helmeted youngsters pause 
their shenanigans so a middle-aged man in 
chinos and an argyle sweater can roll his 
amp across the floor. One would imagine the 
waves of sexy rebellion trailing in my wake 
are veritably palpable. 


The shows at the skatepark are pretty fun 
to watch. The bands set up in the bowl; the 
crowd hangs out up top looking down on 
them, or slides down into the bow] themselves. 
Skaters occasionally catch gnarly vert during 
the bands, and life becomes an Agression 
album cover. All this radness, however, comes 
at a certain cost: First you gotta lug your gear 
up the narrow, wooden stairs of the bowl, then 
you gotta somehow set it up without killing 
yourself, then you gotta get down in the bowl 
and play (also without killing yourself), then 
you gotta get back outta the bowl and haul 
your junk back down the steps—all of this in 
the veritable cesspool of Brownian motion that 
is humanity at a skatepark. After lugging one’s 
amp up the steps, there’s about a three-foot 
wide clearance between the outside railing 
and the drop-off to the bowl—barely enough 
room for two people to pass, especially if one 
is laden with a bass cabinet or similar item. 
One false move could send the participant— 
and their payload—tumbling willy-nilly into 
the bowl. In a best-case scenario, one emerges 
from such a pratfall with scrapes and laughter. 
In a less rosy outcome, one comes out of the 
fall with a painful, debilitating injury that 
lingers with them for the rest of their lives. 
And, of course, in a worst-case scenario, 
you tumble into the bowl, your amp lands on 
your head, and you die. Who says punk isnt 
dangerous anymore? 

I get my gear up to the top of the bowl and 
around the humans with no major incidents. 
First up is Lion Slicer. They play thrashy stuff 
that goes ONE-TWO, ONE-AND-TWO, 
ONE-TWO, ONE-AND-TWO, augmented 
with the occasional metal breakdown. I watch 
the crowd, most of whom were born in the 21* 
Century. I wonder if they know what they’re 
watching; if they have any idea of the roots 
of the culture that has produced this event; if 
this music means anything special to them. 
Or is it more like idly watching a footrace 
because it happens to go past your house? 
Do they know? Do they care? Is punk a dead 
language, like Latin or Ubbi Dubbi? Does 
any of this crap matter anymore? A teenage 
girl in the crowd is wearing a studded denim 
vest with a Bad Religion patch on the back. 
It’s a foregone conclusion that I got my first 
Bad Religion record before she was alive, but 
I run some quick numbers, and it’s actually 
quite possible that I got my first Bad Religion 
record before her mother was alive. I don’t 
pursue the matter. The Smart Shoppers are 
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up next. I grab my bass and slide, butt-first, 
into the bowl. I regret not yelling “TO THE 
BATPOLES!” while doing so. We do our 
thing. The crowd goes WOO, but nobody 
comes down to slam or crave gnarly vert. One 
imagines that the presence of four gentlemen 
in argyle vests creates a bit of a dampening 
effect on the headlong passions of youth. 
We wrap up our set, and I attempt to exit the 
bowl. There is a rope ladder hanging off the 
side for such purposes, but I figure that is 
for old people; I must prove my spunk and 
vitality by going up unaided. I can’t get any 
sort of running start owing to the placement 
of our drumset; my work shoes get no traction 
on the bowl’s side. Consequently, I have to 
grab hold of the rim of the bowl, and tug 
myself slowly upward, like a fat kid trying 
to climb over a fence. Struggling mightily, I 
eventually get enough of my argyle-encased 
torso up over the edge that I can roll my body 
over, onto the walkway. I lie for a second, 
flat on my back, like a beached whale. I 
go through a quick pantomime of comic 
exhaustion, in case anyone’s watching. Your 
News at Nine: Embarrassing, out-of-shape 
dad tries to party with the kids! By the end 
of Court Caust’s set, the crowd has warmed 
up some: Slam dancers in the bow! number 
in the high single digits. Madison’s Wood 
Chickens keep the hi-jinx going, thanks to 
a legit guitar hotshot who seems to weigh 
about ninety pounds, sixty of which is evenly 
divided between his head and two feet. If the 
skateboarders in Green Bay start dressing 
in cowboy hats, it’s because of them (if it’s 
argyle vests, it’s because of us). 

Finally, Duluth’s Ricky Sci-Fi set up. 
Paint-daubed and mysterious in mesh half- 
shirts, leggings, and the occasional Nixon 
mask, they remind me of a half-starved 
Misfits. Their drummer’s cymbals are. so 
comically plentiful that his kit appears 
designed by Dr. Seuss in a fit of inspired 
whimsy. I’m hoping against hope that the 
band has the artistic wherewithal to scrape 
together at least one or two guilty-pleasure- 
type glam ditties, or at least a passable I 
Love Rich impression. No such luck. The 
band slops out some manner of inept grunge, 
broken up with pointless double-kick thrash 
excursions. If there be vocals, the vocals 
be quite inaudible underneath the muffling 
confines of the singer’s Nixon mask. A kid 
in face paint stands off to the side, playing 
unamplified toy instruments. It’s a nice 


touch. I pray the band is not unaware that 
brevity is considered by many to be the soul 
of wit. A few rolls of toilet paper get lobbed 
into the crowd, which causes the expected 
frolic amongst the youth. The band sludges 
on. As the group plays, more and more debris 
keeps magically appearing in the bowl, as if 
transported there by invisible showgirls at a 
Las Vegas magic revue. Before too long, the 
floor is full of junk mail inserts, whiffleball 
bats, and sundry pieces of scrap aluminum. 
The youth are, by now, quite engaged in the 
whole create-your-own-adventure aspect of 
fucking around in the mess. Shit is flying 
everywhere on a level not seen since the last 
Nostril performance. From my convenient 
(albeit detached) vantage point above the 
bowl, I watch the carnage continue. Deep 
in thought, it occurs to me that, despite the 
floor of the bowl now being ankle deep in 
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MITCH CLEM AND AMANDA KIRK | @MITCHCLEMCOMIX AND @NATIONOFAMANDA 


Amidst the detritus, flat on my back in my 
argyle sweater and office pants, I wave my 
arms and sweep out my legs, clearing a 
reasonable snow angel shape thru the 
toilet paper and junk mailers. 


paper products, no one has bothered to make 
a snow angel in all the garbage. Whats 
wrong with these dumb-ass kids? Why has 
no one thought to make a snow angel in all 
this garbage? 1 watch for a while, waiting 
for someone to finally get wise and lay down 
in the refuse to make a snow angel. With 
equal parts surprise and shame, it hits me: 
Uh, this is a PUNK show, dude. DIY. With 
a sigh, I leave my seat on the folding chair, 
high above the malarkey, walk over to the 
edge of the bowl, and slide back in, realizing 
that if struggle to get out again, I can pretty 
much kiss my last remaining shreds of cool 
goodbye. Amidst the detritus, flat on my back 
in my argyle sweater and office pants, I wave 
my arms and sweep out my legs, clearing a 
reasonable snow angel shape thru the toilet 
paper and junk mailers. It is a moment of 
glorious triumph, as so many toilet-paper- 


based encounters tend to be. After an 
extended period of knocking tortillas around 
the bowl with a whiffleball bat, I then face 
the moment of truth: Can I get back out of the 
bowl without looking like a beached whale in 
the process? This time, I have enough room 
that I can take a few strides before hitting the 
curvature of the bowl, and pull myself up and 
out without incident. J still got it! 

At the evening’s conclusion, a tyke in a 
BMxX helmet slides down into the post-ruckus 
garbage pile, picking out some treasure that 
has apparently caught his eye. Clambering 
back up the rope ladder, he hands his father 
his prize: A fluorescent red dildo. My 
concerns are allayed! PUNK LIVES! 


Love, 


—Nerb & 
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Kicking in 
the door of 
my fifties. 


Age Is Just a Number 


This past January, yours truly earned his 
fifty-year-old stripes. I gotta say it’s pretty 
fucking rad. Where I am now isn’t some 
ridiculous attempt to do the same stupid 
shit I did when I was younger, or some lame 
mid-life crisis, crying into my hands and 
pining for my youth. FUCK, no. As much 
fun as it was, I’m happily done with that 
part of my years of existence. As crazy as 
some of it was, I wouldn’t trade the learning 
experiences from it all for anything. It’s 
certainly helped keep me centered, and my 
fucked-up sense of humor hasn’t faded in 
the least during the whole process. I’m one 
lucky bastard. 

A weird realization for me hitting the 
mid-century mark is running into people 
I haven’t seen in quite some time and not 
recognizing ’em at all. Look, I’m not here to 
shame them or anyone else—that’s not my 
style. All I’m saying is every time I happen 
to see people who I can’t name to save my 
life, it really makes me stop and think about 
some of the decisions I made early on that 
have obviously benefited me in the long run. 
So far, anyway. 

I recently bumped into some people I 
hadn’t seen since high school and some of 
them look like they could be straight-up 
great-grandparents. Eddie, one of my older 
childhood pals from elementary school, had 
to go in for triple bypass surgery this past 
December, without even knowing what the 
heck was going on in that forty-nine-year- 
old heart of his. I’m at that age where a lot 
of people are starting to reap what they’ve 
sown with their bodies and it’s usually par 
for the course, but it’s as unsettling as it is 
eye-opening to hear about someone my age 
having a heart failure-related episode. 

Yeah, not getting into hard drugs 
or the booze have likely given—but not 
guaranteed—me some wiggle room for 
avoiding issues down the line in my life, 
but shitcanning smoking altogether back 
in my twenties and seriously starting 
to eat better the last few years have 
definitely made a noticeable difference in 
how I feel, not to mention bettering my 
health chances with the heart and cancer 
shadows hanging over both sides of my 
family tree. Again, this is what’s worked 
for me. This is in no way an annoying, 
unsolicited finger wag or “you’d better” 
type of warning. All I know is that we all 
aren’t blessed with the Lemmy gene. I just 


want to see all my homies near and far 
have the best and longest quality of life 
as possible. 

On a lighter note of recent celebration, 
AARP (American Association of Retired 
Persons) has begun their junk mail 
onslaught against my mailbox for new 
membership. Sniffing the air like starved 
hyenas for fresh, fifty-year-old blood, their 
mailing lists must be pretty extensive, 
because the first letter arrived just a few 
days before my birthday. My pal Julia 
secured her age fifty status just a few 
weeks after me, and we laughed about the 
free gift deal AARP was offering to its new 
members: a small insulated tote carrier half 
the size of a shoebox. The small size of this 
wouldn’t even keep a sixer of your favorite 
road sodas cold, so what the fuck is it 
for? Human organs? Insulin? It wouldn’t 
surprise me if it did have a pharmaceutical 
logo on the side. Joking that it was a step 
up from the already-hip fanny pack a good 
amount of the retired community sports, I 
told her the insulated carrier is perfect for 
loading up with all the copper one rakes 
in on the penny slots at the Indian casinos 
across this great land of ours; cold hard 
cash, if you will. 

One thing I think everyone can agree 
on is the older you become, the faster time 
burns. I remember waiting for what seemed 
like consecutive life prison sentences before 
I could finally get my driver’s license, only 
to wait some more until I had enough cash 
saved up to buy a used car, then a new 
truck after getting a full time job. Almost 
everyone I’ve talked to says their twenties 
went by in a flash, but mine didn’t, even 
though I was busy playing in bands while 
holding down full-time gig. It wasn’t until 
I landed in my thirties that time really 
started gaining some momentum. Before 
I got a good look around, I was already 
marching into my forties, double-timing it 
to this very moment, kicking in the door of 
my fifties. Let the silver hair commence, 
Mother Nature, Bring that shit on. 

I’ve been fortunate enough that my 
body has held its own these past thirty-five- 
plus years behind a drum kit, playing with 
different bands. Hell, La Tuya, the current 
band I’m in now, consists of two other mid- 
century fucks who are still stoked as me that 
we’re still at it, creating new music with 
people we couldn’t be happier with. The way 


I look at it is if you can still hang, it sounds 
great, and everyone’s happy, why not? You 
wouldn’t tell an artist to stop drawing or 
painting because they’re too old, would ya? 
Of course you wouldn’t. But please don’t 
confuse those who continue to create for the 
sole love of the music and friendship with 
the cross section of bands that have gone on 
way past their expiration date, with glaring 
reasons to be taken outside and given the 
Old Yeller treatment. 

Although a lot of musicians left this 
earth far too prematurely, there are those who 
played past standard retirement age. One of 
the greatest things about music and other art 
mediums is that it’s not only for the young, 
because the greatest artists have always 
transcended time. One of my faves is Buddy 
Rich, who is considered by many to be the 
greatest drummer who ever swung a pair of 
sticks. Headstrong with a temper to match, 
Rich was thee guy during the jazz/swing/big 
band era, with his drumming compatriot 
Gene Krupa kicking ass right up there next 
to him. Both gentlemen played with the 
best into their sixties until they both passed 
away. In an interesting rock’n’roll side note, 
Krupa mentored Jerry Nolan (NY Dolls, 
Heartbreakers) and Peter Criss (KISS) for a 
short time. 

Another heavy hitter at the top of his 
game was Lemmy Kilmister, most known 
for the forty-year stretch of bass rumbling 


_ and vocal rasp with his age-defying band, 


Motorhead. Over the years, there have 
been some misinformed people who have 
dismissed Motérhead as just another 
heavy metal band, or a thrash/punk band, 
but the band is best described by what 
Lemmy often told the audiences before 
kicking off their aural blitzkrieg: “We are 
Motorhead, and we play rock and roll.” 
Indeed he did, all the way until 2015, 
passing away on December 28, just four 
days after his seventieth(!) birthday due 
to complications from aggressive prostate 
cancer He was no stranger to taking 
frequent dips into the oceans of Jack 
Daniels or consuming a large quantity 
of amphetamines that could’ve wiped 
out Mesozoic age a dozen times over. He 
pretty much continued on that path, doing 
so with a constant lit Marlboro Red in 
hand. Lemmy was definitely the anomaly 
to living the rock’n’roll lifestyle, all the 
while keeping the torch burning brightly. 





i 


LAURA COLLINS | @LAURACOLLINSART 


Let the silver hair commence, Mother Nature. 


Bring that shit on. 


During the early age of comedy here in 
the states, quite a few comedians successfully 
did their time well into their golden years. 
One of my favorite comedians was Don 
Rickles, who was—and is still considered— 
the greatest insult comic who ever lived. 
One of the best things about Rickles’s style 
of standup is—as mean-spirited as it came 
across—he always maintained people were 
put on this earth to laugh, even with all the 
bigotry and hate that’s been going on in 
this country since it was founded over two 
hundred years ago. He made just as much 
fun of himself as he did the people in his 
act, and it was just as damn funny. Some 
of his most hilarious work can be seen on 
The Dean Martin Celebrity Roast television 
program that ran for ten years starting back 


in 1974. It can easily be found online to 
stream, as well as his classic Hello, Dummy! 
live album recorded in Las Vegas in 1968 
that’s essential listening. Besides doing 
standup, Rickles gathered an impressive list 
of television and film acting credits under 
his belt throughout his lifetime, passing 
on about a month before his ninety-first 
birthday. Where there is laughter, there will 
always be Don Rickles. 

You can’t talk about comedians who 
surpassed their golden years while being 
consistently active without mentioning 
George Burns. A multi-talented artist, he 
was successful in writing, doing standup, 
radio, television, and film. Burns did just 
about everything someone in show business 
would want to do. Most remember Burns’s 


portrayal as god in the 1977 comedy, 
Oh, God!, starring alongside singer John 
Denver, but I wanted to make special 
mention of Burns here because he had one 
of the greatest one-liners about getting up 
in years, and rightly so, as homeboy lived 
to be a hundred years young: “You cant 
help getting older, but you dont have to 
get old.” 

Truer words have yet to be spoken on 
this subject of aging. 

Here’s to fifty more, my friends. 

Na zdravi! 


—Designated Dale 
designateddale@yahoo.com 


@ 


RAZZORCAKE 19 





a DERE Onin en arate Page 


Avalon St., Los Angeles 2013 

















Pa eae ce ates! through 
And there's 4 stapled copy of 





A NEW ShEeEt oF 
BriotelL Born... 


This comic, 
Bctioet. 
Ne WERKENS. 
Nottie! 
We RK. 
MAtH Pee a Get, 
Tests. 
Patria 


OF COURSE I+ 1S, 
JUSt Not WHEN 
You 'Re 
DEPRESSED 
oR 
HAVE A 


HEADACHE. 
AN® wren 
You HAVE 

Both ANDO 


A +ES+ DUE 
+o mMoRnRow ~ 


Look out] 


first diary comics 
ce from 2002. 


Gaia ie 


-Jamaica Dyer 


AND I'M HAVING & REALLY 
BAD AIR WEEK. 
: . e 
< t 








Bur First 
Row Ane 


just vse i+ you . 
+o Biren 


apovr 
L pun PROBLEMS 


Have You 


Been 
Eerie 


+ MAKES 
ME WONDER 
IF PHD 1S 
BLL wemtit 
+HE +Roveik, 


THE comic! I've 
BEEN $e Busy... 


Tan? ee ce a 
ATTENTION 


T's not ike T'A Unaece 
40 DRAW ASINGLE Comic PAGE 
IN ONE S\4F4ING, It's HHAY,.. 











Poems of Exile 
After Sarah Kay and Suheir Hammad 


If I should have a daughter and she asks me, 

“Mommy, why did they call us The Axis of Evil?” 

I will look into her eyes and say, 

“Honey, George W. Bush never knew what the fuck he was talking about” 


I will replace this image with images of gushing red pomegranates 
I will show her that Iran is a sacred place 

Of memories and history 

too rich to ever be crushed into a phrase 


First universal declaration of human rights was made there, 
You have the right to know this 


Beauty as deep as the Caspian Sea flowed there, 
You have the right to know this 


You are too young to know the scent of wet concrete 

the beauty of the small flowers on your great grandmother’s dress 
the taste of fresh bread in the streets and 

the humble wrinkles on your grandfather’s hands that held you 


You are earrings made of cherries 
You are the daughter of resilience, bravery, and jasmines 


Your grandparent’s thick accent is not a problem 
Your mother’s alien-ness makes you not from mars, but from Venus 


Baby, you’re my Iranian Goddess, fuck anyone that calls you 
terrorist, camel jockey, exotic, foreign or I-ranian 


When the teachers butcher your name, you smile and kindly correct them 
Do not try to straighten the spirals and curls on your head; you will never 
look like them 


And when they tell you, “Go back to your country!” 

stand your ground, their ancestors magically appeared here, so they’ve 
forgotten 

where they came from 

Don’t forget where we came from 


Your mother was a refugee and she hopes you don’t inherit her 
homesickness. 


When they ask you, “Where are you from?” 
tell them, “Man az Iranam, yek ja dour az inja” 


You are not someone’s belly dancer, genie, Persian princess, or someone’s 
fetish 
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_ Baby, youre 
my Iranian 
Goddess 


Don’t forget where you came from 
You are not a nuclear bomb, a target, an oil well, a war 
or an empty hole for people to pitch a tent in 


You are not an excuse for soldiers to feel like heroes or patriots 


You, my dear, are my daughter 
Man zaneh Iraniam, manou tu shirzanim 


We are not prisoners inside a house with open windows 


Your worth is immeasurable 
Your history too important to be compressed into pages of a 
history book 


Your birth certificate will say born in America but man zaneh 
Iraniam 
Tu dokhtareh mani 


I am a Persian woman, and you 
You are my daughter 


Your first history lesson will come from 
a place other than some footage from Fox news 
Your first history lesson will be full of pomegranates and poetry 


You are the daughter of resilience, bravery, and jasmines 
And the only axis I would have raised you in will orbit around 
Love 


Your first language will be Farsi, 
I will call you my Little Lion 


You will be my Rebel Child, born of two philosophers 


So when they ask you “Where are you from?” 
You smile 
And kindly tell them, 


“Tam a Lioness and I roam the motherfuckin’ jungle as I please” 


—Azin Mafi 


Azin Mafi is an Iranian-born artist who explores marginalization, 
displacement, and social justice through poetry, prose, and storytelling. 
Much of her work revolves around the concept of home and the formation 
of identity within the framework of exile and longing. She is also an 
illustrator, lover of plants, and an avid reader currently residing in Los 
Angeles. She lives with a dog that looks like a fox and a husband that 
feels like Elmo’ giggles. You can find her on Instagram. @shir_zan & 
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How to deafen 
four hundred 
Wisconsinites. 


SINGLE LOUDEST 
BAND I EVER SAW 


It was June 1986. I was fifteen years 
old and I was going to see Black Flag. 
Thinking about it now, that sounds pretty 
damn cool: going to see Black Flag when 
you’re fifteen. I had already been to four 
or five punk shows by then and I thought 
I knew the score. I knew how the punk 
show thing went. I’d been listening to 
Black Flag for a couple years already and 
was rather excited to see those amazing 
songs performed live. Here I am, almost 
thirty-four years later, and I don’t even 
particularly remember how good the 
bands were. What do I remember most? 
Two words: RAT SOUND. 

The show was in Green Bay’s historic 
Riverside Ballroom, where Buddy Holly 
played his second-to-last show. I was 
excited to see Henry and the gang on that 
famous stage at the end of that cavernous 
ballroom. For some reason, however, this 
show was crammed into: the opposite end 
of the ballroom, a small room created by an 
enormous wall of speaker cabinets. There 
was a small stage built into the center of 
all those cabinets. I later learned that this 
was a very special traveling sound system 
that Black Flag brought with them. In one 
of Henry’s books he mentions how this 
sound system made any room sound like 
the sky was falling. Rat Sound. 

The opening band was Moral Disgust 
from Oshkosh, the only local band that 
evening. They sounded great. Then 
came the SST instrumental project band 
known as Gone. Greg Ginn and two guys 
who later became the rhythm section for 
Rollins Band took the stage. Thinking 
back now, it seems that should’ve been a 
memorable set. All I remember is a large 
amount of funky slap-bass and no singer. 
I also remember they were considerably 
louder than Moral Disgust. One band 
closer to Black Flag. Next up were another 
SST outfit called Painted Willie. I kinda 
remember them being faster, like lots of 
diddly-diddly-diddly guitar solos and 
speedy speed-metal drums, I think. There 
is one thing I absolutely remember about 
Painted Willie, though. They were the 
SINGLE LOUDEST BAND I EVER SAW. 

There I was, a fifteen-year-old skate 
punk dork standing in the crowd with 
my fingers in my ears. For the first few 


minutes I tried listening to them with the 
naked ear. It hurt. Seriously, it really hurt. 
They were beyond loud. It sounded and 
felt like my eardrums were being torn to 
shreds. I finally caved in and went to the 
restroom to cram wet toilet paper into my 
ears, a poor person’s earplugs. It stil/ hurt. 
The only reasonable relief I achieved was 
by cramming my fingers in my ears and 
cramming them in there hard. I thought 
I might get a break between songs, but 
there was no “between-songs.” Every now 
and then I’d pull a finger out to make sure 
my ears weren’t bleeding. It was a brutal 
and pummeling wall of sound, a wall of 
pain. Rat Sound. 

Black Flag were up next. I really 
don’t remember too much about their 
set. I remember it was loud and I’d had 
enough. I stood near the back like an 
uncool dad with his fingers in his ears. 
My ears still hurt for a good hour after 
that show. The next morning the pain 
was gone, but they were still ringing ’til 
the next night. They say if it’s too loud 
you’re too old. I was fifteen. 

Over the years since then I’ve seen 
plenty of loud bands, but none matched 
the wall of pain that was Painted Willie 
through Rat Sound. I remember Pillsbury 
Hardcore were pretty loud, but not Painted 
Willie loud. Melt Banana were super 
freakin’ loud, but not Painted Willie loud. 
Oddly enough, I saw Ministry once, and 
they were so loud that I read they were 
getting fined every night for playing too 
loud. They weren’t Painted Willie loud. I 
can honestly say with absolute conviction 
that my slowly worsening hearing 
problems began that night when my sky 
fell in the Riverside Ballroom. 

About eight years later I was again at 
the Riverside Ballroom, only this time the 
headlining act was Fugazi. I saw a familiar 
cargo truck out in the parking lot with a 
large rat painted on the side. I wasn’t sure, 
but I could’ve sworn that truck was there 
for that Black Flag show. I asked Ian if 
by chance they were using Black Flag’s 
old tour truck. He chuckled a little and 
then told me that was the truck for their 
traveling sound system, a historic set-up 
known as RAT SOUND. Did my ears bleed 
that night? No. Apparently Rat Sound has 


a volume knob that can be turned down a 
little. Painted Willie wouldn’t know about 
that, though. 

One year later, I was waiting in line 
outside some arena in Kansas City to see 
Fugazi yet again. I glanced over to the 
loading docks beside the arena. My ears 
almost felt a wincing pain when my eyes 
saw the same large cargo truck with the 
rat on the side. This was a huuuuuuge, 
full arena with maybe four or five 
thousand people there to see Fugazi. Rat 
Sound filled up that enormous venue 
with much more high volume rock than 
was needed, yet my ears did not bleed or 
even hurt. I paid close attention to the 
wall of speaker cabinets which easily 
filled the arena with sound. Thinking of 
how that was all crammed into the back 
third of the Riverside Ballroom to deafen 
four hundred Wisconsinites was mind 
boggling. Rat Sound. 

About two months ago, Mrs. Hen and 
I found ourselves at a huge EDM rave 
kinda show in Milwaukee. The headlining 
act was a popular DJ sound mixing guy 
known as Deadmau5S who wears a large 
mouse head while he’s up there twiddling 
knobs and pressing buttons. There were 
about three thousand DeadmauS fans 
crammed into the Wisconsin Center ready 
to rave it up. A friend of a friend was 
introduced to me as a veteran rave/concert 
promoter with sound system experience. 
He was telling me how that night’s system 
was going to blow people’s ears to shreds. 
He then offered me some earplugs and 
said, “Oh, you are totally gonna need 
these!” I replied, “Meh.... It’s not Rat 
Sound or anything.” DeadmauS was 
visually stunning, technically fascinating, 
and quite loud actually... but he was no 
Painted Willie. 

Now let’s fast forward to last 
Wednesday, which just so happened to 
be the forty-ninth birthday of my human 
self. I picked up Razorcake #114 from 
my post office box and started reading it 
in my car. Jim Ruland’s column totally 
grabbed my attention. His description 
of hearing loss and how it affects a 
relationship really hit a bull’s-eye with 
me. Jim mostly blames a deck grinder 
and other loud devices from his Navy 
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They say if it’s too loud 
you’re too old. 


days, not punk rock. He gives a very 
accurate description of how the brain 
deals with hearing loss. He also shares 
his very interesting and informative new 
experience with hearing aids. Yup, none 
of us is getting any younger. 

I sat there in my car, having just turned 
forty-nine. Last month my eye doctor 
told me it’s probably time for me to start 
using bifocals. I told her not for another 
year, after I’ll need my first colonoscopy! 
It’s been over three years since my 
back surgery, but there have been new 
debilitating pains there too. I put the new 
Razorcake down and flipped through the 
rest of my mail to see some kind of junk 
mail from AARP. Yup, we ain’t getting 
any younger. Oh yeah, and my hearing is 


I was fifteen. 


getting worse too, but that started back 
when I was fifteen. Rat Sound. 


Hypothetical Dinghole Report 
from the Future #1: 
How Loud Is Loud? 
(Rhythm Chicken hearing #0) 
A wrinkly old Rhythm Chicken sets 
aside his walker to crouch behind that 
same $75 drumset he’s been playing for 
fifty years. There is a nuclear power plant 
nearby to supply the needed electricity 
to power his monstrous sound system 
where every volume knob and fader goes 
to eleven. Speaker cabinets stacked up to 
the sky stretch from horizon to horizon. 
With shaky yet powerful chicken wings, 
our aging hero lifts two Navy-grade deck 


grinders over his head and begins the 
show. The sonic explosion is instantly and 
infinitely deafening. Mutated life forms 
seven planets away cram their fingers in 
their ears. He is just about to hit the point 
of infinite, end-all ruckus as his beak slams 
down on the panic button which ignites an 
80-trillion megaton nuclear warhead just 
beneath his drum riser, sonically splitting 
the universe in two. 

Meanwhile, the very elderly members of 
Painted Willie fall out of their rat-splattered 
cargo truck, laughing hysterically. “Ha ha 
ha! Is that all you got, kid?” 
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The Bouncing Souls at The Broadberry, RVA, December 17, 2019 
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SOULS 


The Soulz were like family to me back 
in the early ’90s. I hung out with them 
often and hopped in the brown van to head 
to shows in Jersey or back to ABC NO RIO. 
We drank coffee and destroyed; whether it 
was the LES or Hoboken, where they wrote 
songs about their friends. | remember when 
they got matching Born to Lose tattoos in a 
Pennsylvania kitchen. 


There are songs that become a soundtrack 
to your life. The ones with lyrics that cut right 
to my heart and change everything. They 
usually have a slow, epic build and release that 
stands out. I’ve listened to them so much they 
become a part of me. That’s how those early 
Soulz records are for me. Here’s the pinnacle 
of epic songs by my favorite bands: “Old 
School” by the Bouncing Souls, “Twisted” by 
Avail, and “Nomads Revolt” by Erik Peterson/ 
Mischief Brew. 


Nearing the end of their anniversary tour 
the Soulz came through Richmond. It’s been so 
long since I’ve seen them; I wasn’t even sure 
what songs they’d be playing with so many 
hundreds to choose from. So when they asked— 
I said “Old School” and they played it—and it 
was kinda the best thing ever! When you get 
one of those songs when you least expect it— 
it’s everything. I love those dudes and still call 
them the Soulz. Thirty years strong, they’re 
still at it and they’re still family. 


—Chris Boarts Larson 
slugandlettuce.net 
facebook.com/SlugandLettuce 
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Milo asked me, in 
classic toddler 
speak, “Wat dat 
monkey name?” 


All the Young Punks 


On the second day of the two-week 
Christmas break this year, I noticed that 
Sid was missing. I checked all his usual 
hangouts. He wasn’t tucked in between my 
son Milo’s pillows. He wasn’t under the 
couch downstairs or on the bench in our front 
hallway. He hadn’t been forgotten in the 
bathroom or laundry room or in the back seat 
of the car. No Sid anywhere. 

Sid is a stuffed monkey. He ‘was 
purchased by my own mom when I was 
pregnant with Milo. Sid is from some small- 
batch organic toy company and he probably 
cost a bit more than you’d expect a small, 
knit, cotton monkey to cost. My mom was 
excited about her first grandchild. Sid is also, 
undeniably, a punk monkey. He has a blue 
mohawk haircut, a motorcycle jacket, striped 
pants, and converse sneakers. When my mom 
gave him to me for the baby we hadn’t even 
met yet, she said, “There was also a ballerina, 
but I figured you’d like this one better.” 

I laughed when said that, and I still 
laugh about that story now, but for different 
reasons. Milo, who begs every year to attend 
the Nutcracker ballet at the National Arts 
Centre here in Ottawa and who dresses for the 
occasion in his pink button-down shirt and 
a bowtie patterned with Disney princesses, 
would most definitely have preferred the 
ballerina to the punk monkey. Neither my 
mom nor I knew that at the time. Like most 
prospective parents, I knew—in theory—that 
my kids would be their own people with their 
own likes and dislikes. I even joked about 
how they might choose to rebel by being 
normal or conservative. But without having 
met them, I couldn’t shake the strong feeling 
that they would like what I liked. Because 
that was the way I pictured love. My kids 
would be like me because they would love 
me. It was weird to picture it any other way. 

When Milo was born he was presented, 
almost immediately, with Sid. The monkey 
didn’t have a name then, but Milo took to it 
immediately. Sid finally got his name when 
Milo was two years old. His brother had just 
been born and one of the ways Milo coped 
with this big change in our lives was to 
become very connected to a trio of important 
items: one baby blanket, one soother, and one 
monkey. When the monkey made the short 
list Milo asked me, in classic toddler speak, 
“Wat dat monkey name?” 


I was sleep deprived and holding an 
infant at the time. My brain sluggishly 
struggled for a meaningful punk monkey 
name. I thought of Joe Strummer and Joey 
Ramone. Unfortunately the infant I was 
holding was already named Joseph, and it 
seemed too confusing to give the monkey 
the same name. Two-year-olds don’t have a 
great deal of patience. My brain groped for 
another name. 

“Sid,” I said quickly, “the monkey’s 
name is Sid.” 

It stuck. Sid’s been with us for seven 
years and he’s been called Sid for five of 
those years. He has the place of honor in 
Milo’s bed every night, even though the 
baby blanket and soother have long been 
abandoned. Milo hasn’t ever asked me why 
I named his treasured childhood toy after 
a shitty bass player who may have stabbed 
his girlfriend. He also doesn’t know that he 
shares his first name with Milo Aukerman, 
or that his brother’s name was chosen in a fit 
of mild defeat after my husband David and I 
had been suggesting and vetoing names for 
an hour as I approached the final stages of 
that pregnancy. “You love Joe Strummer,” 
my music-indifferent husband said, “Let’s 
just name him Joseph.” 

The reason why my kids don’t know 
these facts and stories is not because they are 
uninterested in popular culture, or music, or 
their own family history. We have enough 
conversations about the Marvel Universe, 
and Lizzo, and That Time Uncle Marc Peed 
in the Crisper to show that they are in fact 
very interested in all of those things. They just 
aren’t remotely interested in anything related 
to punk. Not the music, not the culture, not 
the celebrities. 

It’s not because I didn’t try. We listened 
to the Ramones catalog repeatedly when 
they were babies. Friends gifted them 7”s 
and tiny Clash T-shirts. We read story books 
about punk, whenever we could find them. 
(What Is Punk? and Punk Farm on Tour were 
my favorites. The kids were both indifferent 
and quickly requested Busytown instead.) I 
played my own records constantly through 
the first three years of each of their lives. 
They asked me to turn the music down, or 
off. They tuned out when I talked about it. 
Milo discovered musical theatre and Disney 
movies and Taylor Swift. Joey acted like 


his life was complete every time I played 
folky indie rock. He began asking for The 
Avett Brothers and The Beatles when given 
the choice of what music to play. Their 
early wardrobes were made up of baby band 
shirts and tiny stretchy jeans and hoodies. 
Now Milo wears as many colors as he can 
every day and Joey prefers sweatpants and 
a Spiderman shirt. They like what they like 
and somehow that just moves further and 
further away from what | like. The one 
vestige of the punk stuff I threw at them 
in those early years—the only thing that 
stuck—is Sid. 

I knew Milo was very attached to Sid, 
but I don’t think I realized that I was also 
very attached to Sid until he disappeared at 
Christmastime. Once we searched the house 
and determined that Sid was not in it, it was 
no grand mystery where he was. The final 
day of school before holidays had been a 
school-wide pajama day, and the kids were 
allowed to bring one stuffed animal to school 
with them. Sid had been selected for that 
particular honor. In all the extra-wild pick 
up at the end of the day, with all the kids 
amped up on candy canes and impending 
days off, I hadn’t thought to double check 
Milo’s bag for Sid before we left. We were all 
fairly certain that Sid was somewhere in the 
school hallway. I acted very cool about this 
and Milo handled it admirably. Underneath 
my chill I was one hundred percent freaking 
out. I remembered the signs the principal had 
posted, notifying us that all Lost and Found 
items would be donated over the break. What 
if, | wondered, Sid had been deposited in the 
Lost and Found and was now in a garbage 
bag somewhere with the piles of non-descript 
hoodies, abandoned thermoses, and partner- 
less mittens on his way to a donation bin. I 
went as far as doing a search to see ifmonkeys 
like him were still being sold by the company 
that made him seven years ago. Surprisingly 
they were. I bookmarked their webstore and 
tried to stop thinking about it. Would a brand 
new Sid even be a solution? I didn’t think we 
wanted a carbon copy of our monkey. We just 
wanted our original Sid. 

The day the kids returned to school after 
the break, I sent a little note to Milo’s teacher 
in his backpack, letting her know that we 
were very much interested in locating one 
lost monkey with blue hair and striped pants. 











ELLY DALLAS | @TENDERSPECK 


Milo hasn’t ever asked me why | named 
his treasured childhood toy after 


a shitty bass player who may have 


stabbed his girlfriend. 


I talked myself out of calling the school 
halfway through the day to check on the 
results of the search. When I finally arrived 
to pick the kids up from after-care I asked 
Milo immediately, “Did you find Sid?” 
When hetoldmeyes, I gave an involuntary 
yelp so loud Milo actually jumped in surprise. 
Later he told me, “I guess you were just 
really happy that we found him.” Hell yes, I 
was happy. And when | thought about it, my 
happiness wasn’t because Sid is connected 
to this culture that I love and feel at home 
in. My happiness was all because Milo had 
his special monkey back. Sid’s connection 
to punk has been thoroughly eclipsed by 
the love that our family has for him. He’s 
no longer that random punk monkey that 
my mom selected seven years ago. Just like 
Milo is no longer that anonymous baby I was 
carrying around inside my giant belly. 


Meeting your children when they are 
born, and meeting them again and again 
each day as they grow into who they were 
meant to be is the true joy and love of 
parenting. It’s. something that I couldn’t 
have imagined before I became these 
boys’ mom. I don’t give a shit that they’ll 
probably never want to talk about the Slits 
with me, or make a zine, or volunteer at 
a DIY music fest. They’re going to do 
awesome stuff on their own, stuff that 
matters to them. The core qualities that I 
love about the punk scene—being yourself, 
helping others, critical thinking, making 
joyful noise—are all things they are already 
good at, regardless of whether or not they 
care where their own names came from. 

On Friday I took a photo of the two them 
walking off an escalator on our way to the 
dentist’s office. Milo in a pink shirt covered 


in a pattern of unicorns and rainbows and 
candy (perhaps not the best choice for a 
dentist’s appointment but yeah, fight the 
power) neon green jeans, purple boots, and 
a rainbow tie-dye bandana around his neck. 
Joey in sweats, his hair (which he is growing 
with the clear and somber goal of having 
a “man bun”) hanging in his eyes and his 
mouth open in the midst of a description of 
something the Hulk can or can’t do. I looked 
back at the picture a dozen times over the 
rest of the day, amazed by these kids who I 
am lucky enough to parent. 

We don’t like the same stuff, but we do 
really like each other. And as an added bonus 
they don’t touch my records with their sticky- 
ass hands. That’s true love. 


—Jennifer Whiteford & 
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ix or seven years into their 

“career” or whatever-the- 

heck-you-wanna-call-it and 
Notches have just delivered the best 
record of their existence, if not also 
tied for best record to ever come out 
of New Hampshire. The album, while 
officially released in early December, 
actually came out in physical form a 
month earlier. Thus, it became passed 
around and spoken of in hushed, 
reverent tones by those-in-the-know 
for weeks before anyone else outside 
of New England even knew what 





Zac: We were playing in New Jersey, in this 
really nice furnished mansion basement, and 
all of these kids were just vaping... 

Dante: It was before Juuls came out, so they 
had these big walkie talkie vapes. 

Zac: They were these big, expensive rigs, 
and they’re just sucking on them. 

Dave: Did they look like fuckin’ dragons, 
smoke billowing out? 

Zac: Yeah! We’re playing and it is just white. 
It smells like fruit salad. It was weird. 

Dave: And now everyone’s dropping dead. 
This is safe. 

Ezra: I got really sick and had to go outside. 
Dave: Is it worse than cigarette smoke? 
Dante: It’s probably at least the same. 

Zac: It’s gotta be worse. Cigarettes, you have 
to smoke them for so long for things to get 
bad... many years. I’m not a scientist. 
Dante: I smoked for not many years and | 
can still feel it. 

Dave: Cigarettes are so rancid though. 
You go to a basement show years ago—l’d 
come home, I have to take a shower and 
throw my clothes in the wash. It’s like a 
dead animal smell. 

Zac: Yeah, dead air, close contact. 

Dave: Speaking of Dead Air... 

Ezra: Whoa. [laughs] 

Dave: That could be the first question. Then 
all the readers will go, “Whoa, he’s a pro.” 
Dante: They better. [All laugh.] 

Dave: I think the new album sounds hefty. 
It was definitely a good idea to go with Will 
(Killingsworth, Dead Air Studios). There’s 
a lot of clarity and things really coming 
together on this one that seems different 
from High Speed Crimes and Almost 
Ruined Everything, songwriting-wise but 
also sonically. 

Dante: Yeah, Will killed it. 

Dave: Did he mix it? 

Ezra: Yeah, recorded, mixed, and mastered. 
He did a really good job. 


the heck they were talking about. 
But, New Kinda Love is out now, 
and now everyone has the chance to 
check it out for themselves. Perhaps 
because of their pedigree—and their 
current labels Dead Broke Rekerds 
and Salinas—Notches have often 
been lumped under the “pop punk” 
umbrella, but they've actually shed 
most of those trappings and moved 
onto a more '90s-type indie rock 
feel, along the lines of the heyday 
when of Small 23 and Archers Of 
Loaf 7”-ers (et cetera.) were coming 


Zac: His paws are all over this one. Can we 
all sit down? I feel weird being the only one 
sitting down. 

Dante: [ Wearing amummy costume because 
he is about to play a Cars Halloween cover 
set that night.] I can’t sit down. I need to 
stand until I play because my legs will bust 
through. 

Dave: Zac always has to be different. Is that 
the problem with the band? 

Ezra: No, no, no, no. 

Dante: This isn’t an interview Zac; this is an 
intervention. 

Zac: New kinda love... some kinda monster! 
Ezra: Zac’s the solution of this band. 

Dave: When’s the documentary coming out? 
Dante: I think we are going to need to make 
at least three or four more albums before that 
would be interesting. 

Ezra: Yeah, we’re on pretty good terms at 
the moment. 

Zac: I wanna shoot a bear. 

Dave: But, yeah, Will at Dead Air. 

Dante: It was a good decision. 

Ezra: Alex, the person who recorded pretty 
much all of our other stuff, didn’t have access 
to a studio anymore. It wasn’t like, “We’re 
gonna write our poppiest songs and record 
with a heavy producer.” That’s just what the 
album ended up being. It wasn’t necessarily 
an intentional decision. We just liked Will 
a lot as a person and respected his work. It 
came out well. 

Dave: The artwork (a photograph of a 
still life with blood oranges, a cigarette, 
and plastic flowers on crushed red velvet) 
seemed weird to me at first, but it’s actually 
grown on me. 

Ezra: That image was really striking to 
me the first time I saw it. Our friend Jill, 
who took it, is an awesome local artist and 
photographer. I agree that it looks amazing 
on the physical record. I think it fits with the 
vibe of the record as well. 


out on Merge every other month. 

A hookier record you'll probably 
not find anytime soon, that’s for 
sure. And what did they get for of 
all of that, but a chance to talk to 
me for half an hour in a mill space 
of their beloved New Hampshire, 
which must've been pretty terrible 
for them (I think it came out pretty 
good, actually). Sometimes the 
trappings of success aren't so 
great. The interview, organically, 
begins with talking about vaping for 


some reason.... 





Zac: I can be a bit of a control freak with 
how our records look. Jill’s a very talented 
photographer and I like that it looks pretty 
different from our other stuff so far but in a 
cool way. 

Dave: The photos on the insert are really 
good. Who took those? 

Ezra: John Lafirira. He’s a photographer 
based in L.A., but he’s originally from 
New Hampshire. That show was in a really 
cramped recording studio in L.A. It was a fun 
show, but we were all really tense because 
the drive ended up being really long and we 
were super late to the show. 

Zac: We played pretty bad that night. Hi 
Daryl, if you’re reading this! I like that 
picture though ’cause it looks like that one 
Agent Orange album... Living in Darkness. 
Dave: Is it weird being on your third album 
already? 

Zac: Not really. 

Dante: I forget the others exist. 

Dave: Me too. [All laugh.] 

Ezra: This one is a lot better. 

Dave: It’s on Salinas again? 

Dante: And Dead Broke. Mike is our 
band’s dad. 

Zac: Both labels wanted to do it. We didn’t 
want to choose so they both put it out. We 
love both labels. 

Ezra: Lots of love for both of those folks. 
Zac: I grew up on a lot of records both of 
those labels put out. We’re happy. 

Dave: The two things that I think are better 
on this one, first, the Zac songs are better. 
Zac: Thank you. 

Dave: He was always the weak link but now 
he’s all caught up. 

Zac: [laughs] Thanks, Dave. 

Dave: I really like “Passing Phrase.” That 
one is quite tuneful, but the whole album— 
the songs connect much, much more. The 
sequencing and the flow of the songs makes 
more sense. Before, there would be an abrupt, 
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“Here’s a quieter song” then it rips right into a 
loud one. I dunno, maybe that’s in my head. 
Ezra: We’ve always cared a lot about 
sequencing. 

Zac: The sound is more consistent on this 
one, though. The other ones have “types” of 
songs. This one sounds more consistent. 
Dave: Normally when I listen to a Notches 
record, who’s writing which songs jump out 
immediately. On this one I don’t think it’s as 
easy to tell. 

Zac: This is the first time I was writing while 
thinking about the actual dynamic of our 
band having two people who write songs, 
trying to complement Ezra’s writing a little 
more. On our third album. Great job. 


Ezra: It made it easier to sequence. There 
seemed to be an obvious way it should flow. 
Normally we go back and forth and... argue? 
Really hash out the sequence. It was easy this 
time though. 

Zac: Now that I’m thinking, it is kinda 
weird we have three albums, because right 
when a new album is mastered we wanna 
start on the next one. I don’t think we wanna 
do EPs anymore. 

Dave: You have all the songs written? 
Dante: Nah, we’re just ready to get to work. 
Ezra: Not that we’re sick of it; we’re just 
ready to move along. 

Dave: Didn’t the first one take so long that 
you already had the second one ready to go? 


Zac: Uh, no. 

Ezra: The first one was a bunch of old songs 
that pre-dated Notches being a band and felt 
pretty jumbled up. 

Zac: We also tried tracking it a year into 
being a band and it sounded like total crap 
so we took the four songs that came out 
kinda good and made the Huge 7”. But 
then we re-recorded all the songs that 
didn’t come out well and they definitely 
came out better. But it was still kinda 
hard. We were reaching for something that 
wasn’t necessarily accessible to us yet, and 
that we’ve since strayed away from. There 
are some really long songs. I wanted one of 
them to sound like Can. 


SONGWRITING IS VERY PATCHWORK AND 
PUZZLE PIECE-Y FOR ME. IT MUST BE SO 
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S00L TO SIT DOWN WITH AQUILL — 
AND COMPOSE SOMETHING. 
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Dave: Everyone in the band has a solo thing 
too—except for Zac, but you were full time 
in Heavy Pockets. How does that work with 
the songwriting? How do you decide which 
project a song fits for? 

Dante: I don’t write songs for this band 
because I like to play guitar and sing. But I 
can’t do that when I play the drums. I don’t 
wanna interrupt the flow of Notches. 

Zac: Dante writes great songs under a solo 
thing that’s called Tiara. He’s a shredder. I’ve 
always wanted Dante to sing and contribute 
songs to the band because his songs are so 
good, but I get it. 

Dante: It’s a solo project now but it might 
be a band. Ezra and I are in a new band that 
might just become Tiara. 

Ezra: A lot of times my solo music involves 
a lot of ideas that sonically might be hard for 
us to pull off live or may not translate well 
for Notches. It’s usually more acoustic-based 
stuff that’s a little more mellow. That being 
said, doing the solo thing has allowed me to 
have a safe place to test the waters on ideas 
for stuff we could potentially add to Notches 
records. I pushed to have us add some 
acoustic guitar and piano parts to this record 
specifically because I had a good experience 
using stuff like that on my solo material. 
Dave: As a listener, I assume that whoever 
wrote the song sings it. Is that true? 

Ezra: Yeah. We hash it out though. 

Zac: We arrange the songs together. It’s all 
becoming both more or less collaborative. 
On the first two records there were songs 
like “What’s in Crumbling?,” “High Speed 
Crimes,” and most of “Cure for Feeling 
Cool” just straight out came out of “jams.” 
There aren’t any songs like that on this new 
one. But we pick at the nitty gritty of how the 
final song comes out a lot more together. 
Ezra: A lot of really important stuff gets 
added. “Room Upstairs,” I had the first half 
of it and then the last part of it... 

Dave: The slow part? 

Ezra: We came up with that together. 

Dave: That part did give me the impression 
that Zac just opened a beer. 

Zac: | did. 

Ezra: It’s the part of the song where Zac 
cracked open a beer and we figured it all out. 
Dave: What about lyrics? 

Zac: Those are all individual. 

Dave: Do you ever worry about the lyrics, 
like things being too obvious? 

Ezra: For this one I tried to be more specific. 
In the past I mostly focused on melody, but 
having the combination of meaningful lyrics 
and good melody is what makes songs really 
great. On the other two records, lyrics fell by 
the wayside for me so I tried to focus on that. 
Get a little more zeroed in on that. 

Dave: Zac’s lyrics always sound really 
specific. Like, there’s a person who this is 
being directed at, but for you it’s more about 
how the words make a tune? 

Ezra: I definitely dig out the hook first but 
try to build around that. 

Dave: Some of Zac’s songs sound like he’s 
really mad at a person and wants to write 
a song. 


Ezra: “Keep my name out of your fucking 
mouth.” 

Dave: Oh, yeah. When that swear word 
comes on, man. 

Dante: All of our songs have swear words. 
Zac: For better or for worse I’ve always written 
songs similarly. It’s probably for the worse. I 
come up with chords and a melody and the 
cadence of that melody forces, syllabically, 
what words fit. And I build around that. 
Songwriting is very patchwork and puzzle 
piece-y for me. It must be so cool to sit down 
with a quill and compose something. 

Ezra: It’s definitely similar for me. 

Zac: That’s something our songwriting styles 
complement each other on. When I write 
a song something is the definite article— 


eld) 





usually a chord progression, melody, and 
lyric—and then I build the rest of it around 
that. That “keep my name out of your fucking 
mouth part” was the first part | came up with 
so I was like, “I guess that’s what this song 
has to be about.” But my songs can be about 
a few things at the same time, honestly. It’s 
interesting that you think they’re specific 
because I don’t necessarily think so. 

Dave: And there’s a drum solo on this 
record, too. 

Dante: You fuckin’ bet there’s a drum solo. 
Zac: Dante has a lot to say... so he said it. 
Dante: I got what I deserved out of Notches. 
And our listeners got what they deserve, too. 
Dave: How many guitar tracks are on the 
new record? 
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Ezra: Two, for the most part. 

Dave: How come you get two and everyone 
else gets one? 

Zac: Yeah, next time I want two bass tracks. 
Dante: To be fair, I get like, forty-eight 
microphones on my drum set. 

Ezra: Yeah, you got a drum solo. What 
the hell? 

Zac: You play guitar solos! 

Ezra: But not when everyone else shuts up 
and I get to play a guitar solo all by myself. 
Zac: Okay, next time we’ll all shut the fuck 
up for a minute and let you do that. 

Dave: What were your influences on this 
new one? 

Dante: The Rolling Stones. 

Zac: Teenage Fanclub. The Figgs. Region rock. 
Ezra: The Lemonheades are sick. 

Dave: How many of your songs rip off the 
Lemonheads? 

Dante: Three. 

Zac: | really don’t think that’s accurate. 
Ezra: None of them do intentionally! That’s 
one of my favorite bands, though. A lot of 
people say we sound like them, and I’m 
not sure how true that is. I think people just 
know we like them a lot, so it’s automatically 
like, “Oh you guys sound exactly like The 
Lemonheads!” It’s flattering, either way. 
Zac: | don’t think we sound that much like 
them at all. It’s a lazy comparison, but then 
again most comparisons are. Every review 
says we sound like the ’90s. I think it’s just 
one of those things where one person says 
it, then everyone else repeats it. Doesn’t 
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Evan Dando wear boat shoes? Ezra wears 
boat shoes. 

Dave: Aha, that’s the connection! How 
would the band be if you weren’t from 
New Hampshire? Most people don’t 
realize that “Notches” is a totally New 
Hampshire name. 

Zac: Yeah. Franconia Notch (a state park). 
Crawford Notch (a pass through the White 
Mountains), That’s not where our name is 
from, though. 

Dave: I know; it just serves a double purpose. 
Zac: We’re kinda folksy. 

Dante: It’s not a super calculate-able thing. 
We’re definitely of here, though. 

Zac: We’re definitely from a place where 
if you don’t do something, it’s not going to 
happen. At all. That has definitely led this 
band to a level of self-sufficiency. We exist 
despite our environment, but we’re also 
certainly influenced by it at the same time. 
It’s pretty slow up here. 

Dave: As an outsider looking in, you guys 
seem like you carry a lot of your weight. 
There’s nobody around to help this band. 
Ezra: There are a couple buds. 

Zac: More than a couple. 

Ezra: We’re definitely not from a city. And 
there is a scene. It’s just pretty small, and not 
super similar to what we make. 

Dave: I’m saying that wrong, I should 
rephrase that. You’re making your own way. 
There’s nobody out front blazing the trail, 
making it easier for you. 

Zac: We book our own shows. 





Dante: And we also definitely play our 
own music. 

Zac: From a DIY punk perspective, there 
isn’t a lot. And there’s always been a whole 
*nother weird punk scene of GG Allin 
worship. Some meathead hardcore. There 
are certainly resources and other folks who 
like—or at least tolerate—us. 

Dave: There’s like two bands up here. 
Dante: There are more than that! 

Zac: There are actually probably four! 
Dante: You’re totally right. It’s not super 
cohesive or anything. 

Zac: Historically bands around here, if they 
want to “do something,” they have to reach 
out to Boston. Some bands seemed focused 
on breaking through in New York. There are 
great scenes outside of Boston, too. Western 
Mass., obviously. I love playing the North 
Shore of Massachusetts. Worcester. 

We just want to get bands to come to 
New Hampshire. It’s nice here. We try to 
cultivate an interest in other bands coming 
through who we think make cool shit. Get 
our local friends turned on to it. It’s just a 
little off the beaten path. There is a wonderful 
community-run space called Sue’s that we 
book most of our local shows at. It’s perfect; 
kind of a Gilman-esque thing. You become 
a member and pay the monthly dues. A lot 
of cities don’t have such an accessible space; 
all-ages, member run. And that’s something 
I’m really grateful for. 

Dante: There are shows but there are also 
movie nights, yoga, cider making. It’s great. 








WE EXIST DESPITE OUR ENVIRONMENT, 
BUT WE’REALSOCERTAINLY —_— 
INFLUENCED BY IT AT THE SAME TIME. 


Zac: Where we are in New Hampshire, folks 
here definitely want to provide resources. 
There’s always a space for shows. The 
general vibe between artists or bands is that 
we aren’t necessarily doing the same thing, 
but what you’re doing is cool and I respect 
and support it. But we are the kind of band 
we are and do the kinds of things we do—not 
because others around here are doing that— 
it’s just how we choose to operate. 

Dante: We also rep. 

Zac: Some bands historically, from around 
here, have even said that they’re a Boston 
band. 

Ezra: | don’t wanna do that. 

Dante: I’m not from Boston. And you can 
clearly tell that. 

Zac: He’s wrapped in toilet paper right now. 
Dave: Happy Halloween. 

Ezra: We’re just from a small town and 
want things to happen for our friends and 
for ourselves. 

Zac: We really do love playing in Boston 
and NYC. But we’re not from there. And I 
don’t wanna deal with that. Those places and 
scenes give me a rather large headache. 
Dave: Is it awkward playing outside of your 
usual circle? I feel like you guys play with 
bands you don’t necessarily fit with. 

Ezra: We are extremely used to that. It 
doesn’t bother me. 

Zac: We play loud poppy punk music. That’s 
not super hip right now, especially around 
here. It can be a huge turn off. But sometimes 
it seems like it can be refreshing for people. 
Dante: We all like a lot of different kinds of 
music. And we’re capable, live sometimes, of 
presenting our songs in a way that might be 
palatable on the show we’re playing. Playing 
a little lighter, trying to emphasize the 
melody a little more. Or we can play faster 
and heavier. Or more aggressive. 

Ezra: When we started we used to play 
with a lot of twinkly emo bands; that was 
super big up here. We were the only band 
with distorted guitars. People would yell 
“turn down!” 

Zac: It depends on our mood, and if we even 
want to fit in in that situation at all. 

Ezra: Sometimes we accommodate. 
Sometimes it’s a reaction. A lot of times 
those can be my favorite shows, where I 
know no one likes it at all [laughs]. We like 
to have fun. We’re not gonna be jerks about 
it or anything but if you don’t like what we’re 
doing, we’re still gonna have a good time. 
Dante: The tours with Me In Capris (from 
Boston) are our favorites. 

Ezra: We bring out something good in each 
other, we think. 


Zae: ...until we bring out something bad in 
each other. Or I break something. They’re 
actually the best band though. Anyone who 
is a fan of intelligent power pop should listen 
to them, which I assume is everybody. 
Dave: See any good bands on your West 
Coast tour? Or meet any interesting people, 
at least? There’s gotta be at least one really 
screwed-up tour story. 

Ezra: That was definitely one of the coolest 
things we’ve gotten to do as a band. | still 
feel really honored that our friend Josh took 
us all around the West Coast and gave us that 
incredible experience. All the shows were 
really memorable for one reason or another! 
Usually something weird happens but, 
honestly, nothing really screwed up to report 
that time around. We did drive for sixteen 
hours straight and then take a two-mile hike 
in the Redwood forest, though. For bands, I 
really liked Bad Sleep from Olympia, Wash., 
dimber from L.A., and Friend Of My Youth 
from Corvallis, Ore. 








Zac: We’re in the part of the country where 
you’ve got to go out for a month normally to 
get that far out if you’re driving—the West 
Coast and the South. But yeah, our bud Josh 
who runs Reflective Tapes had been asking 
us to come out for a while and it just made 
a lot of sense. We just flew out and he drove 
us around in his van. It worked out extremely 
well. We’ll get back out there again soon I 
hope. Corvallis fucking ruled. I liked the 
Friend Of My Youth set and that place’s 
scene reminded me of New Hampshire, at 
least the parts I like about it... The best band 
I saw was the Melvins because I snuck into 
their show in Santa Cruz. [laughs] 

Ezra: For our first time out there, it definitely 
went shockingly well. 

Dave: Anything else? 

Zac: Come see us when we’re in your town. 
Buy our shit. Uh... 

Dante: | like the night life, baby. 

Ezra: Have a nice day. b 
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Praise be to the punx who blaze their own trail. Those who defy 
the tropes, traps, and the expectations of both civil society and 
cultural punk norms. Sunny War has exemplified how one can 
thrive in punk and not give in to the crippling, rigid rules erected 
to protect the “holy; patriarchal punkgeoisie. 


I first learned of her from Donovan Vim Crony’s Debunk Punk 
episode featuring the Anus Kings. The music was cool and exciting 
and different, but it was also the mid-2000s and acoustic music 
was kinda all over the place. Fast forward a decade and we played 
a show together down at the Brad Brafford LGBT Center in Santa 
Ana. Her performance steamrolled the room. She masterfully 
brought her guitar to life with a humble fury. “Holy shit! This 
is the real fuckin’ deal” I thought as I watched in awe of her 
mountainous talent. I don’t know much about blues music, but I 


know Sunny War fuckin’ rips! 


Introduction by Daryl Gussin 


Interview by Daryl Gussin and Chris Terry 
Photos by Randi Steinberger, Aroyn Davis, and Joey Martinez 


Daryl: Were you on tour in Central America? 
I saw a video of you playing in Colombia. 
Sunny: Yeah, that was a long time ago. I 
played in Bogota for this indie music festival, 
and then I did a tour in Brazil. 

Daryl: How long was that tour? 

Sunny: One was for almost two weeks, and 
then a different one was a week. I did two 
in Brazil a couple years apart. They have 
this thing called SESC. There are these 
community centers that are government 
funded and they’re in every town. It’s almost 
like a YMCA too; they have a big pool and 
a gym. But it’s also a theater and people 
take lessons. There’s dance, and musicals, 
and shows, stuff. They have jazz and blues 
SESC, so that was pretty bad ass. I wish I 
could go back to that. 

Chris: And it’s government funded? 
Sunny: Yeah! ’Cause they actually have 
a culture... 

Daryl: A culture!? [laughs] 

Sunny: Yeah, a culture that cares enough 
about culture. I’m pretty sure Europe has 
stuff like that too. 

Daryl: Didn’t you tour Spain? 

Sunny: No, I never went to Spain. I want to go. 
I like the guitar players that come out of Spain. 
Chris: You like flamenco stuff? 

Sunny: Yeah. 

Chris: Do you ever work in those scales? 
Sunny: I try to. I just fake everything. 
[laughs] Just imitate what I hear. 

Daryl: What were the touring conditions like 
in Brazil, in the government-funded theaters? 
Sunny: It was good! At that time, technically 
all the food was organic there. It was really 
clean food. My friend from Argentina said 
it’s not like that anymore. 

Chris: Cause of Bolsonaro? 

Sunny: No, because of Monsanto. 


Layout by Daryl 


Chris: Oh shit! 

Sunny: But my favorite thing was the food. I 
ate at the gas stations. [laughs] But it’s really 
good! Everything was buffet style; it’s just 
like rice and beans, and different shit. But it 
was all good! There was nothing suspect to 
eat out there. 

Chris: That’s good for travelers. 

Sunny: And there’s beer at every gas station, 
and you can just drink it there. And they have 
these giant Pringles cans. So there’s lots of 
cool things to look at. 

Chris: Did people in Brazil react to your 
music differently than they do in the U.S.? 
Sunny: Yeah, ’cause I think they thought that 
a lot of people in America are playing that 
type of music or something. 

Daryl: Like it’s popular music? 

Sunny: Yeah, that was interesting. And 
someone would be like, “What’s it like in 
Mississippi?” [laughs] And I’m like, “I don’t 
know.” Just like weird blues stereotypes. 
Chris: So they thought that you sold your 
soul to the devil or something? 

Sunny: Yeah. [laughs] And they’d be like, “Do 
you like BB King?” And Id be like, ““Yeaaah.” 
And they'd be like, “I knew it.” [laughs] 
Chris: Speaking of selling your soul to the 
devil to be good at guitar, what’s your advice 
to someone who wants to get real good? 
Sunny: | don’t know. 

Chris: Well, I think you’re real good at the 
guitar, so what’s your advice to someone 
who wants to play like you, or play well? 
Sunny: You gotta practice a lot. [laughs] 
Just be obsessed with it, and never think that 
you’re good at guitar. I wanna learn how to 
play for real now. 

Chris: What do you mean “for real?” 
Sunny: Like learn jazz, or how I was talking 
about faking it with flamenco. I would like to 


concentrate on learning different techniques 
and scales. Really trying to think about it. 
Study classical music or something. One of 
my favorite guitar players is named Blind 
Boy Paxton, and he plays blues when he 
performs, but he studies all different types of 
music. I feel like that’s what makes somebody 
a more interesting guitar player. 

Daryl: I’ve definitely noticed that with punk 
music. The people who play punk music who 
listen to a lot of other stuff are generally the 
more interesting musicians. 

Sunny: Yeah, that’s how I think of the 
Minutemen and Bad Brains. Jazz is kinda 
punk anyway though. 

Chris: How so? 

Sunny: It’s the same kinda feeling. Back 
when jazz players all did heroin. [laughs] 
You can hear the angst. Some of it sounds 
pretty punk to me. 

Daryl: It can be anti-authoritarian. 

Chris: I get that energy sometimes too. I 
love jazz. 

Sunny: I don’t even like it really. [laughs] 
But I respect it. But sometimes it just sounds 
like a bunch of people taking a solo at the 
same time. Sometimes it sounds cool! 
Sometimes I do kinda like it, but I have to be 
in a certain headspace. If I’m thinking clear 
enough I could probably like it more often, 
but sometimes it’s just too chaotic. 

Chris: Oh yeah, the wrong mood with the 
wrong type of music is awful. What do you 
default to listening to? 

Sunny: Right now I only listen to Danny 
Brown. 

Chris: He’s fucking good. 

Sunny: I’ve just been listening to him for a 
couple months. And [says something quietly]. 
Chris: What was the other one? 

Sunny: Dystopia. [laughs] 

Chris: Oh nice! 

Sunny: And then a little bit of the Bee Gees 
when I need a break from the two of them. 
Chris: You do a lot of busking, right? You 
play on the streets? 

Sunny: | haven’t lately. I wanna go and 
do it in New Orleans, but I’ve never been 
there. But that’s the only place I wanna go 
busking again. 

Daryl: Do you think you’d be as good a 
guitar player if you hadn’t started busking? 
Sunny: No. ’Cause I was playing five hours 
a day busking. 

Chris: Wow! 

Sunny: And I wouldn’t really stop in 
between. I wouldn’t recommend it to anybody 
necessarily. 

Chris: Why not? 

Sunny: It can be really painful and fuck 
with your head really bad. One day you can 
have a decent day, and the next day you can 
make nothing, doing the same thing you did 
the day before. Or even if you think you’re 
trying really hard, and you don’t make any 
tips in like four hours, it’s just like, “What am 
I doing? Why am I even doing this?” 

And also, stuff happens. One time this 
lady stole everything out of my case and ran. 
And it happened so fast. Am I going to chase 
her? Am I going to put all my stuff down 
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and leave my guitar? It was like, “Okay, I 
guess that happened.” And then your hands 
get fucked up. I would get cramps and my 
hands would lock. I mean, you can play five 
hours a day, but I don’t think you should do 
it every day. 

And then there’s people who will 
just point and laugh at you instead of just 
walking. You’ll have at least ten really 
negative interactions while you’re playing, 
every single time you busk. And a lot of them 
will just be someone being like, “You can’t 
sing!” And then if you’re doing that every 
day—I did that almost every day for like ten 
years—but if you busk, and have a job also, 
that is a good idea. [laughs] "Cause you’re 
not depending on it! 

Daryl: Did you quit your job as a janitor at a 
public school because you could make more 
money busking? 

Sunny: | was a janitor at the Crenshaw Mall. 
And I got that job ’cause I wasn’t making 
enough money busking. It was a winter that 
was really, really cold and windy, and there 
was never any people out walking around. I 
couldn’t pay my rent. And I was like, “Okay, 
I gotta get a job.” 

I worked there for a while, until I thought 
it was going to be warm enough again. It’s 
all about weather. In L.A., you could busk all 
year, and I guess you can in New York if you 
play in the trains. But I had to be a janitor, 
and then I quit because they were doing all 
this illegal shit. | was working overtime, all 
the time, and they were making me clock out. 
They would make me stay later, and I would 
miss my bus, so then I gotta take an Uber. 
And I’m only making minimum wage, and 
now I’m spending this much on an Uber to 
get home. I did it as long as I could. 

On my day off we had a meeting, so I 
had to go to work on my day off. And it was 
about weird shit. There was a guy talking 
about safety and health codes, and one of 
my co-workers raised his hand and was like, 
“What do we do if we find a crack pipe?” 
[laughs] And they were like, “Great question, 
if you find a crack pipe...” I just quit after that 
meeting. And the manager would always call 
me when a kid puked at the little playground. 
She was just weird and mean. 

Daryl: When you were busking, were you 
mainly busking on the Venice Boardwalk? 
Sunny: Yeah. I tried to play in Santa Monica, 
but they have a lot of rules. You have to move 
every two hours, which is really hard actually. 
By the time you set up and everything, you 
would really only get to play for an hour. 
There was a whole rulebook! You have to get 
a permit from the Santa Monica City Hall. 
And there are these cops—or security guards, 
or whatever they are—who have this machine 
that measures how loud your shit is. [laughs] 
Chris: To see if your acoustic guitar is 
too loud? 

Sunny: No, I play with an amp. I play with 
a Street Cube. Everyone has an amp, ’cause 
you can’t be heard over the mall or whatever. 
And they’ll tell you you gotta turn down 
based on where you are. It’s just weird. And 
he’s on a Segway! [laughs] 


Chris: This sounds very Santa Monica. 
Sunny: I paid for the permit because I 
thought people made better tips in Santa 
Monica, which maybe they do, but I don’t 
know if it’s worth it. To have to deal with all 
the rules. 

Chris: Did you get to know other buskers? Is 
it positive community? Is it competitive? 
Sunny: Yeah, well, you gotta have friends, 
and you gotta have enemies. [laughs] 

Chris: How would you describe the Venice 
Boardwalk to someone who’s never been 
there? 

Sunny: I would describe the Venice Board 
as a bunch of teenagers, a bunch of old surfer 
and skater type of people, and a bunch of 
people strung out on heroin and meth. The 
majority of Venice is that. It depends on how 
you look at it though, ’cause a lot of people 
don’t even look at homeless people. 

Daryl: There’s a lot of tourists there from all 
over the world. 

Sunny: | don’t know how they see Venice, 
and when I think of Venice, I think of people 
who are there. Locally there all the time. 
And then everyone else is tourists, which is 
why buskers are there. Without the tourists, 
you couldn’t really survive being a vendor 
or a busker. 

Then there are a lot of artists, visual 
artists, which I guess I overlook because I pay 
attention to the performers. It’s different for 
everybody because it depends on what you’re 
attracted to. I like the musicians and I like 
the dancers. All the art is just in between the 
next performer to me. [laughs] And buskers 
know all the busking spots throughout the 
whole country, so there’s always going to 
be some travelling band. And everyone says 
Venice is the worst place to busk. Which now 
I think is true, because people do way better 
in different cities and states. 

Daryl: What do you think you’ve learned 
from playing on the streets that has helped you 
in your pursuit of having a musical career? 
Sunny: Somebody could come up to me 
and say, “You suck and you can’t sing!” 
And I wouldn’t feel it or anything. I can take 
heckling. I also learned how to play for five 
hours straight. Not that I would ever play a 
show for five hours, but it’s a way to not use a 
lot of energy. I learned a lot about improvising 
with other musicians. In the summertime 
when it’s really, really crowded in Venice, 
there could be someone walking around with 
a saxophone, and they’ll be like, “You want 
to jam?” That happened enough that I feel 
like I’m more comfortable trying to play with 
people. Other than playing with Brian (of 
Anus Kings), I never really played with other 
musicians, except on the Boardwalk. 

Daryl: Why did you only play drums once 
on your songs? 

Sunny: I tried to play the drums ’cause I 
was trying to show the producer what I want 
the drums to be. And then they were like, “I 
think you can play it.” And then we recorded 
it, and actually just recently I had it deleted 
*cause I got my friend who plays drums to do 
it. [laughs] It sounded sloppy to me, I didn’t 
like it. I could play drums for a punk band 


that was really shitty and was committed to 
being shitty. [laughs] 

Daryl: Solid goal. 

Sunny: I used to play a little bit with FUPU 
(Fuck U Pay Us) if we were jamming. 
Chris: That’s your punk band, right? 
Sunny: Yeah, but it’s gone because Uhuru, 
one of the singers, moved to New Orleans, 
which is why I want to move to New Orleans 
too. Because they said it’s better than 
everything. I’m thinking about it. 

Chris: Do you feel like your punk life is 
separate from or overlaps with your busker 
life and your roots musician life? The Sunny 
War who’s playing a Tiny Desk concert, and 
the one who’s doing Food Not Bombs, and 
the one who’s playing in a punk band—how 
do they work together or conflict? 

Sunny: I’m the same person. I never really 
played in a punk band except for FUPU. 
Some people think Anus Kings is a punk 
band, but it’s still acoustic guitar, it’s still 
bluesy. It is a punk band though, cause we 
were punk. But it’s not really. Folk punk is 
not punk. It can be to you. 

Daryl: What led to Anus Kings opening up 
for This Bike Is A Pipebomb? 

Sunny: We actually just went to the show and 
we were talking to them. And we were drunk. 
And we were still cute, too! [laughs] Me and 
Brian, we were like drunk teenagers so it was 
kinda cute. Like now, now when I’m drunk 
it’s like, uhhhhh. Being drunk when you’re 
thirty is not as cute. It’s just like, “Why are 
you out this drunk?” [laughs] 

So now I just stay home all the time. We 
didn’t really open for them; they let us play 
five songs before the other band. We were just 
drunk enough to be like, “We love you!” And 
we were cute enough that a band would just 
let us play. [laughs] I think we were still in 
high school, or supposed to be in high school. 
Brian was still in school after I dropped out. 
I dropped out the second year. He stayed in 
school and then I became homeless. [laughs] 
But he was still my friend. He’s still my 
friend, that’s crazy. 

Daryl: How’s the Downtown L.A. Food Not 
Bombs going? 

Sunny: Well, it’s being very chaotic. It’s 
going to work out. We just gotta be more 
organized. Right now we’re doing every 
other Wednesday, but hopefully it’ll be every 
Wednesday. We’re going to have a meeting 
so all the volunteers can meet in person and 
we can try to discuss it. 

Daryl: What’s the reaction on the street from 
the people you’re feeding? 

Sunny: The food goes in thirty minutes. We 
feed at least fifty to a hundred people every 
time. My mom did the best one because she 
made four big ass things of enchiladas, but it 
still went really fast, so now we’re thinking it 
should be potluck style. 

We really just need like five people who 
can run shit, and that’s what they want to 
do. They want to fuckin’ sit on a computer 
and send out a buncha emails or some shit. 
There’s people like that. I don’t have those 
people in my life. [laughs] But I know they 
exist! So that’s who we need. 
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But people like the food, and today was the 
first time that there was two children, which 
I didn’t anticipate. There was two big pots 
of chili and then I'saw them, and made sure 
that they went first because there was only so 
much left. But then it just makes me think that 
I wish there was more food. I thought it was a 
lot of food. Skid Row is an intense place to do 
it. There’s tents going down that whole street, 
one person will say that there’s food and then 
there’s just a lot of people. I had never been to 
a Food Not Bombs that’s like that. 

The first one I went to when I was 
homeless was in Berkeley, the People’s Park 
one. And at Golden Gate Park. But it was 
never like Skid Row. If there are going to 
be five more that do five other days, I think 
they should all be in that area. It would make 
sense to do it in Venice or Santa Monica. 
Daryl: Do the Hare Krishna still serve in 
Venice? 

Sunny: | don’t know. When they do, they do 
it during the day. You gotta be there around 
noon. I haven’t been on the Boardwalk 
around those hours in a long time. They 
probably do. People say they put this stuff in 
it that makes people’s dicks soft. [laughs] It’s 
to help people meditate better. 

Chris: Saltpeter? 

Sunny: That’s it. 

Chris: I’ve heard these theories before. 
Sunny: | like it. I think it makes me calm. And 
they use that weird milk yogurt thing. | don’t 
know what it is. It’s kinda sour, kinda sweet. 
I actually became a Hare Krishna when I was 
like fourteen—’cause of the food, and the 
music, and the art. I was almost a Hare Krishna 
for real. I was always hanging out with them, 
’cause I was hungry all the time. [laughs] And 
then I started hanging out at the temple, and the 
music—I was like, “This shit kinda bangs.” 
[laughs] And then I went to the Hare Krishna 
festival in Venice and in San Francisco, and that 
one was intense. That one was serious. They do 
a parade and shit. And I was dancing with them 
on the street at one point. I was super into that. 
And then I started actually eating acid and I 
didn’t need them anymore. [laughs] But at first 
I was so into that. 

Daryl: Do you still dream of starting a 
commune in Tennessee? 

Sunny: Yeah, but I don’t want a commune 
anymore, I just want some land. That used 
to sound good, but I don’t know about the 
people part. [laughs] I guess if you want it to 
be self-sustainable, you need people. There’s 
areal farm that is a commune. 

Daryl: The Farm! 

Sunny: Yeah, The Farm! I used to go there when 
I was like seven or eight. My mom worked at 
the Sportsplex in Nashville, and there was this 
guy who lived at The Farm who was an aerobics 
teacher. I was friends with his daughter Kya. We 
were the same age. Sometimes my mom would 
take both of the kids for a couple days, and 
sometimes he would take us. They had these 
goats, and we would ride the goats. And there 
would be cows in the woods and we would go 
and harass them. [laughs] It was fun. We were 
just kids trying to get the cows to move. And 
one time we saw a Sasquatch. 


Chris: What happened there? 
Sunny: There was this furry thing. It wasn’t 
a bear, but it was tall. And it wasn’t a person. 
I don’t know. When you’re seven or eight, 
one kid can convince another kid that they 
saw something, and they just think they did, 
but in my mind, it’s a memory. I don’t know. 
[laughs] I remember it. Maybe it happened, 
maybe it didn’t. 
Daryl: How would you describe you’re 
current touring situation, Like your recent 
East Coast tour. 
Sunny: I go with my friend, and we get a 
rental car, and then | get really sad. 
Daryl: Why? 
Sunny: It’s boring. It’s mostly waking up 
early and sitting in a car for a long time. I 
can’t really drink. I can, but I can’t really. The 
first two nights I might drink after shows, but 
we still have to leave at eight. After the first 
two times of being hungover ina car for eight 
hours, I’m like, “Fuck drinking.” Also, food. 
I can’t eat fast food everyday. If it’s an eight- 
hour drive, you can only go to the fast food 
bullshit, and after a couple days of that, it’s 
like, I am literally constipated now. [laughs] 
But you still have to eat though. I used to be 
able to eat hot dogs every day when I was 
sixteen—I really could do that—but now I 
actually can’t shit if I do that. [laughs] 
Chris: You got out looking for adventure, 
and then it’s just kind of tedious and you 
don’t have the comforts that you need. 
Sunny: All I need is real food. And there’s 
loneliness, ’cause I travel with Eric. He’s 
my friend, but we don’t talk to each other, 
because it’s annoying. [laughs] You can’t 
talk that much if you’re sitting in the car for 
hours. Maybe you can talk for an hour a day. 
We’re not social like that. 
Daryl: Is there something deep down that has 
carried over from playing punk shows and 
playing on the street into your current situation? 
Sunny: I like songs. The whole time, that’s all 
I’ve liked. I like hearing other people’s songs. 
If on tour I get to meet, or discover, a band 
or singer-songwriter who I’ve never heard 
before, and I actually like it, then that’s cool. 
There’s these sisters called Sister Strings, 
and they play violin and cello. They’re bad 
ass. That was at a folk festival, which I always 
think, “I don’t want to go to a folk festival.” 
[laughs] But sometimes I like some of it. I 
don’t really like folk music that much. But 
I like acoustic instruments. Sister Strings, 
they just shred. They sing too, but they shred. 
They’re maybe in their twenties or thirties, 
but you can tell they like other kinds of 
music. Those are the kinds of folk artists I 
like. There are a lot of people in country and 
folk, that that’s really all they’re into. Which 
is creepy to me. 
Chris: Yeah. 
Sunny: The same how you were saying about 
the punk bands that are more eclectic are 
more interesting, it’s the same with that shit. 
There are a lot of people who want to just play 
traditional blues and folk and country. Out of 
all that, bluegrass is the only one I don’t mind 
just being traditional. It’s fast and it’s kinda 
fun. The rest of it, why would I want to hear 


somebody play like Hank Williams? It’s not 
even a Hank Williams song, but something 
that sounds exactly like it. And then they’re 
singing things that people would say in the 
30s. They’ ll be like, “This is a song I wrote 
when I was going through a hard time, blah 
blah blah.” And they say all these generic 
blues/country catch phrases and shit. What 
are you talking about? 

Chris: I always hear that and I’m like, “Do 
you wish civil rights hadn’t happened?” 
Sunny: That’s another part, too, I’ve noticed 
about the folk and country festivals. I’m like, 
“What are these people really into?” 

Chris: Um-hum. Why are you romanticizing 
this time that was a lot more painful? 
Sunny: Okay, me and Jerron Paxton were 
at a folk festival in Canada. We were on this 
blues stage, and they had a fucking painting 
of a cotton field on the stage. 

Chris: No! 

Sunny: And it was an international festival, 
but we were the only African-Americans. 
There were other people from Africa, 
because it was a world music, folk thing. But 
it was like, “Wow, we’re the only African- 
Americans and this is the stage that we’re 
on.” It was weird. I can see somebody being 
Canadian, which is not that far, but enough 
for them to be culturally unaware that that’s 
just fucked up to put black blues people 
in front of a cotton field. It was weird. We 
talked about it for hours. 

Chris: Was it like that in Brazil too? "Cause you 
talked about them having these mythical blues 
ideas that they were trying to put onto you. 
Sunny: I don’t know if they would do a 
cotton field background. [laughs] There was 
nothing offensive. 

Daryl: How would you say that your Los 
Angeles is changing? 

Sunny: Well, everybody is becoming 
homeless or has to move. Recently I was 
living in a studio apartment by LA Trade 
Tech for $700. And then a month ago I had to 
move because they raised my rent by $500. 
Chris: Shit! 

Sunny: I paid it one time, and then I gave my 
thirty-day notice, even though I didn’t even 
know where I was going to move yet. Because 
I can’t pay that! I thought maybe they could 
raise it like $100. Is that even legal? Even 
if I take them to court, I don’t want to be in 
court with a landlord. And I don’t want to 
live somewhere where the guy fuckin’ hates 
me. And a guy got murdered in there! And 
I’m like, you’re raising the rent?! [laughs] 
Not in my apartment, but in the hallway. A 
guy was shot in the fucking hallway. I don’t 
feel safe here. I’m not laughing ’cause the 
guy died, but it’s so insane that he raised the 
rent after that. 

Daryl: Were you able to find an affordable 
place to move to? 

Sunny: I moved to a place that was also 
$1,200, but I’m living with somebody, so I’m 
paying less than I was. That’s how L.A. is 
changing; some guy is going to try and raise 


your rent $500. & 
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Antietam came hurtling out of Louisville, Ky. in the mid-’80s 
with an uncanny ability to vary velocities and conjure countless 
permutations of haunting pop songs, fiery punk screeds, and 
expansive instrumentals. Their self-titled debut (1985) is one 
of punk’s most unique records. It conjures the likes of Mission 
Of Burma, the Minutemen, and the Feelies, but Antietam’s 
orbit has always been their own. They inspire some, confound 
others. | think Antietam is an exhilarating example of how 
people can form a band to find their voice. Trouser Press, 
on the other hand, suggested, it’s the sound of a band that 
needed to “spend some time practicing.” 

Tara Key and Tim Harris, the band’s principal players and 
long-time partners off stage, have revisited themes and sounds 
on ensuing records, but thirty-five years later they have yet 
to repeat themselves. Few bands play with such a sense of 
adventure and abandon. They can coo or caterwaul, whisper 
or wail, with Tara’s jangle/blast guitar often front and center. 

| went into the conversation expecting to focus on Tara 
and Tim’s bands—prior to Antietam, Tara and Tim were half 
of the Babylon Dance Band and Tara was a founding member 
of No Fun, Louisville’s first punk band. Their music certainly 
surfaced but what transpired was more about the people and 
places that shaped them-—reflections on their Louisville roots 
and the subsequent years in their adopted home, New York 
City. They’re uncommonly thoughtful with a magnetic balance 
of humble humor and intense creativity. Excellent band, too. 











































































































Those sparks are important 
to nurture and keep alive. 


Mike: Louisville has a long history of punk 
and underground rock bands, and you were 
there from the start. 

Tara: No Fun, the first band I was in, was 
kind of dedicated to confrontation. [laughs] 
We were the first punk band in Louisville. 
We formed at Louisville School of Art, where 
we were all painters and sculptors. So much 
happened between spring 1978 when No Fun 
played (on the day of the Kentucky) Derby— 
and that was our first gig, and technically the 
first punk gig in Louisville—to late August, 
when No Fun played our final show. It was 
compressed into, like, two or three months. 
Tim: It was ridiculously quick. 

Tara: All within weeks. No Fun was the first 
punk band, but if we had waited ten days it 
could have easily been somebody else. There 
had been this Patti Smith concert earlier that 
everyone was at, but we didn’t really know 
each other yet. 

When No Fun got together I’d been 
playing acoustic guitar by myself in my 
room for two or three years. I had scoliosis 
so I went from being a really active, athletic 
kid to basically being in a body cast for 
two and a half years. I had a Milwaukee 
brace on. It turned me from being a fairly 
happy child into a pissed-off kid, so I taught 
myself to play guitar when I was in solitary 
confinement. I did it playing the Neil Young 
songbook and writing really sad, crappy 
folky songs of my own. 

At art school, Tony Pinotti, who was a 
painter—on breaks we would go out and play 
Neil Young songs together. Bruce Witsiepe, 
co-front man of No Fun— Tony and Bruce 
both sang lead—Bruce was like a Molotov 
cocktail thrower in the concept of our band 
and I wanted to do Monkees covers. [laughs] 
So there is this insane notion of actually 
getting together with people and playing 
music in the era of arena rock and classic rock 


and prowess. And punk rock tells me I can do 
this, so I do it. In that context, I was trying to 
jam in my Monkees and Paul Revere & The 
Raiders covers, while Bruce is wanting to do 
stuff like break glass on stage. 

At the end of summer they wanted to go 
to New York. I went from the end of April— 
not having a band and not knowing that was 
a possibility in my life—to having the best 
time of my life, to being back in my room. 
[laughs] Without a band. And then Chip Nold 
called and asked if I wanted to join their band, 
Babylon Dance Band, with Tim. 

I felt more of a kinship with them in a 
way. They were doing Raiders covers. They 
were children of the one-hit-wonders, like 
I was. I was so happy when they asked me 
to join. After just five minutes of rehearsal, 
I was like, “Okay. Yeah, that’s the way that’s 
meant to go.” 

Mike: Once you connect like that, there’s no 
going back. You’ve seen the bright lights of 
the city. 

Tara: There’s no going back. That’s the feeling 
I can still get, thank god. When you pile on 
top of it all of the cloaks of what we might 
view as disappointment or frustration, square 
peg round hole, all of that—it still comes back 
to the way that felt. Doing that made me feel 
like somebody, clicked everything into place. 
Once you have that feeling, it’s like, “My work 
is done.” I have now self-defined. I still feel 
that spark when I walk out on the street and 
am amazed I live in New York City. I’ve been 
here since 1983. Those sparks are important to 
nurture and keep alive. 

Mike: Louisville is an interesting city, I’ve 
only been there on quick, overnight visits but 
it’s intriguing from afar. A friend of mine, 
Mickey Hess, is from Louisville and he 
wrote a short story called “The Boxer and the 
Writer,” so when I think of Louisville I think 
of Muhammad Ali and Hunter Thompson. 
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Before reading that story, I never thought 
of them coming from the same city. There’s 
also the Kentucky Derby, college basketball, 
Kentucky Fried Chicken, Louisville Slugger. 
Those elements and more—I’m not sure how 
they come together. 

Tara: For the Babylon Dance Band, the 
Louisville Cardinals were our religion. My 
first gig was on Derby. Many memorable 
gigs have been on Derby. Kentucky Fried 
Chicken—one of the OGs of the punk scene 
was Diane Sanders, who is related to Harland 
Sanders, Colonel Sanders himself. 

Tim: She and her sister were real fixtures in 
the early punk scene. But, yeah, Louisville has 
great music traditions. There’s the tradition 
from our time through Squirrel Bait and 
Slint and then Rodan, My Morning Jacket, 
and stuff like that in the modern world. But, 
going back, there’s Helen Humes who sang 
with Count Basie, Lionel Hampton... 

Tara: Jug bands were really popular. There 
was a thriving section of Louisville that has 
been obliterated, an incredible string of bars 
that were all African-American jazz bars and 
hangouts in the ’20s and ’30s. Then at the 
same time, there was Pee Wee King... 

Tim: Jimmy Raney, jazz guitar player. 
There’s this great movie (Music Makes a City) 
narrated by Will Oldham about the Louisville 
Orchestra. In the ’50s and ‘60s, they came up 
with this idea that at each of their concerts 
they would commission new work. So they 
did the first work and made records by Elliot 
Carter, Ned Rorem, Dmitri Shostakovich. 
Martha Graham had several collaborative 
works premiere with the Louisville Orchestra 
and they recorded them all. 

Tara: Yeah, we’re real boosters. We end up 
talking about Louisville to people within 
minutes of meeting them. 

Tim: Living in New York, if Muhammad Ali 
comes up, I’ll go... 








Both: “Hey, he’s from my home town!” 
[laugh] 

Tim: When he died we were in Louisville. 
We didn’t go to his funeral but we went to the 
West End. That’s where he’s from and Tara’s 
from. There was a procession of cars, and the 
motorcade with his family and his body went 
all around Louisville. 

Tara: It was really moving, man. For me it 
was really intense. It was the same weekend 
that my mother’s memorial service was 
happening. I orchestrated a three-ring circus 
at her request. So that was happening. Then, 
Ali had died that week. 

When I was little I lived in this great 
working class neighborhood that was starting 
to integrate on its own. Then they put the 
expressway through our neighborhood. 

They strafed my house. They were 
building this expressway. They were supposed 
to do it about five blocks away but at the last 
minute they shifted. They bought around 
three hundred of our houses with eminent 
domain and all of a sudden I was leaving this 
neighborhood that I was really happy in and 
moving to the East End of Louisville where 
people were richer. 

Between that and scoliosis I had a 
number one education in outsider-ism. It’s 
cool, all worked out. But I was going back, 
literally to my block for this motorcade. I 
go there every time I am in Louisville and I 
drive by the street that my house was on. I can 
identify this one piece of original curb right 
in front of where my house was, which was 
the northern lane of the expressway, in the 
underpass. So we went for the celebration, 
we were there for about forty-five minutes 
before the motorcade came, and we were 
talking to people from the neighborhood 
and it just felt. great. You know, between 
white flight and us getting kicked out of our 
houses and there being a freakin’ expressway 
through the middle of the neighborhood, 
things really deteriorated. About nine months 
after we moved there was a riot. [To Tim] 
Was the Greenwood Riot in conjunction with 
Martin Luther King being shot? 

Tim: Yeah... 

Tara: So there were riots five blocks from 
my house that were pretty insane—National 
Guard, destruction of property. Going back 
down there, I have a claim on that territory in 
my heart, but I am going into someone else’s 
world now. And everyone was awesome. I 
had a great hangout and did a lot healing. 
Tim: The other background of this: Tara’s 
mother, whose autobiography we published 
a few years ago before she died (Blue Streak: 
A Louisville Memoir by June Key), she had 
this incredible life where she dropped out of 
high school, then worked in the PTA (Parent 
Teachers Association) for years, eventually 
was state president of the PTA and then 
got a job with the school board. She was 


instrumental in school busing integration 
in the ’70s as a real peacemaker. Louisville 
and Boston were two places that had a lot of 
violence. She ended up going to the White 
House to see Gerald Ford and travelling 
around the country as a consultant. She never 
graduated from high school but was a real 
righteous figure. And very calming. There 
were people yelling, “We’re not going to 
integrate!” being really violent, and she was 
just being like, “Look, for your kid’s sake you 
gotta keep them in school.” Her arguments 
were so cohesive. 

Mike: What was it like playing shows in 
the Babylon Dance Band days? That’s still 
early on. 

Tim: It was a mission of ours to play all over 
town, which was hilarious because basically 
everywhere we played, we played once. 
[laughs] It wasn’t like people hated us, but 
we’d play a redneck bar and then... 

Tara: Then we went to the biker bar and 
played. It was cool and we learned the 
customs. We had to play a song that had a 
bunch of stops in it because they do a mop 
dance, kind of like musical chairs. Something 
happens to whoever is left holding the mop, 
so we played “Eve of Destruction,” which 
allowed for a lot of stops and starts due to 
the rhythm. It said on the door, “Check your 
guns at the door.” [laughs] We played there 
once and everybody parted friends but there 
wasn’t any reason to do it again. Or the strip 
bar by the railroad tracks, Willo’s Lounge on 
East Oak Street. By the time we played there 
that fall it was more of a country bar. The 
“Girls, Girls, Girls” and “Dancers Wanted” 
signs were gone, but the stripper pole was 
still in place in front of my side of the stage. 
Tim: We had a lot of weird gigs. Louisville 
had some great bands in the ’70s, like blues 
bands, but we couldn’t get gigs at those kinds 
of places. It had to be a bar owner that really 
wanted this new thing. 

Tara: Or had nothing going on. [laughs] 
Tim: We ended up getting some really great 
gigs. I was working a temp job setting up 
conventions, and this guy I was working with 
was like, “I’m a teacher and I have to do an 
assembly. Does your band want to play the 
assembly at my school?” I was like, “Sure.” 
It turned out where he taught was a teenage 
pregnancy school, so it was all pregnant 
women. We did a Babylon Dance Band 
assembly at ten in the morning. A punk rock 
set. It was really wild. 

Tara: Somebody went into labor. Pretty much 
every gig was a sociological experiment or a 
confrontation. Not meaning that it was always 
negative or violent or angsty, but it was just 
like, ““We have come to your bar, bearing the 
gift of our music and evangelism.” 

Tim: We used to title the gigs, too. They 
were called Volunteers of America or Life in 
These United States. It was very Situationist 





or something. Each event, each gig was like 
a happening. 

Mike: Each gig was a unique event with a 
level of uncertainty about how people were 
going to respond. Not just the listeners but 
the bartender, or the teacher. 

Tara: Or the cops, when they showed up. We 
played this gig, and Tom Carson, the Village 
Voice writer, came to Louisville because he 
was friends with Chip Nold. He saw our 
whole scene in its ripe and full bloom. He 
wrote an article for the Voice, which ended 
up being a cover story. It was the catalyst for 
the Dance Band starting to play New York 
and everything else happening. He wrote the 
article about... 

Tim: ...the gig at Hull House. In Irish Hill. 
There was this empty mansion and somehow 
there was a punk rock gig there. There was 
the Dickbrains; they all dressed in drag. 
Some fourteen-year-old Irish kids in the 
neighborhood wanted to beat them up and 
some redneck punk rock guys were fighting 
for the guys in dresses. That was a beautiful 
scene in a way. 

Tara: Some kid took Quaaludes and fell off 
the roof. And then the police came. It was 
during our set. Kenny Ogle—god rest his 
soul; he just passed a few months ago—came 
running in like, “You gotta stop, somebody 
fell off the roof!” Turns out he was taking 
Quaaludes and he wasn’t even hurt when he 
fell off the roof because he was so relaxed, 
but then the police came and the gig was 
over. It was like, “Are we even going to make 
it through the set?” There’s a certain type of 
excitement about doing something because 
you don’t know how it’s going to turn out; 
there’s a potential of salvation that is implicit 
in that experience. 

One of the things that we wanted to do 
in that band was to play in all different parts 
of town. Use music as a unifying force. 
Louisville is an interesting place. On the 
surface it seems like there’s not racial tension, 
but it’s a pretty segregated city, and at the same 
time it is really economically divided, too. On 
that early scene, one of the coolest things was 
there were bands forming with kids from the 
working class part of town and professors’ 
kids from the East End. For a little while, it 
was a really chill blending of different kinds 
of people from different economic strata. We 
would play in different neighborhoods and 
almost use it as an outreach mission. 

Mike: Then comes Antietam, your longest- 
running band. The name comes from a Civil 
War battle in Maryland. The north called it 
the Battle of Antietam. The south called it the 
Battle of Sharpsburg—one for a creek, the 
other for a nearby town. Do you remember 
when D. Boon asked why you use the 
Northern name for the Battle of Antietam? 

Tara: As far as I can remember, D. asked us 
impishly how we could consider ourselves 
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southerners and call our band Antietam. We 
were blown away that he even knew it was a 
Civil War battle—not having pre-knowledge 
of his history buff nature—having had a 
couple of years of blank stares, misspelled 
ads, and ridiculous pronunciations to deal 
with. It was awesome and I felt like my 
much cooler little brother had given me an 
affectionate noogie! 

Tim: Wolf Knapp and Mike Weinert, 
the other members of Antietam, had the 
Minutemen over to dinner before their gig in 
1985 at Maxwell’s in Hoboken. 

Over the years our name has been 
misspelled:Antidam, Antetam. It has been 
misinterpreted: Auntie-Em. We have to 
constantly remind people that it is the bloodiest 
day in American history, the horror that 
provoked the first version of the Emancipation 
Proclamation, the moment of moral reckoning 
for the country, and the Constitution, when 
everyone allowed that the Civil War was about 
slavery. Of course, we came to much of this 
after the fact, after thinking the name sounded 
cool. All in all, it was probably a bad choice, 
but we’re running with it. 

Mike: You’ve been on a wide range of 
prominent independent labels through the 
years like Triple X and Carrot Top. The 
first was Homestead. How did you hook up 
with them? 

Tara: We opened for Hiisker Dii at Maxwell’s 
and Gerard Cosloy was there. Did he talk to 
us about making a record that night? 

Tim: I think so, and we knew Craig Marks. 
Tara: He is now the music editor at the Los 
Angeles Times. 

Tim: That was a good label to be on. Sonic 
Youth, Dinosaur Jr., Salem 66. We played 
some gigs with all those bands at CBGBs. 
Gerard was a great publicity machine himself, 
and we were on that for a couple of records 
and then... 

Tara: And then we broke up. Not exactly a 
breakup as Wolf, Tim, and I were going to 
go on. With Wolf and Mike, that was a kind 
of cataclysmic situation we came up with—a 
band where we would play a gig and people 
would come up to us and say, “The thing I 
love about your band is you play something 
different every time you play!” We were 
playing the same songs. [laughs] 

Tim: The exact same set, even. It was a gap 
of about a year of hunting for a drummer 
before we were on Triple X. We got on Triple 
X because my friend from high school in 
Louisville, Charley Brown, started the label. 
Tara: Good work came out of that 
relationship but we didn’t seek it out because 
of the profile of the label, which was all over 
the place. 

Mike: The range of names on their roster 
caught my attention. Antietam, Bo Diddley, 
Jane’s Addiction. 

Tara: Mojo Nixon. 

Mike: Later they did a Dr. Dre record. 

Tim: We did that for three records and then 
we were induced to go back to Homestead in 


1993. Those years, ’90-’95, we toured a lot, 
went across the country a bunch of times. It 
was kind of our moment. Could we make a 
go of this and do it without having a job? The 
answer, finally, was no. [laughs] 

Tara: | had to eventually quit my library job 
at Columbia University. After about the third 
time I asked off for two months to go on tour, 
they were like, “No, you gotta quit.” I was 
gone for about a year and a half and then 
came back. 

Tim: We never were really full-time but we 
were doing new things all the time, going 
through new phases. From ’90-’95 we put 
out seven albums. 

Tara: Then we pressed pause. [laughs] 

Tim: Well, no, we recorded this album that 
didn’t work out. 

Tara: It was the first time in my life that I’ve 
had to listen to something I’ve done and be 
like, “No, I don’t think so.” That was a really 











interesting point, to be able to gain that sort 
of insight. 

Tim: We hit this dry spot. 

Tara: Everyone thought our band broke up, 
but we were practicing three times a week 
and working on stuff. 

Tim: We were playing gigs around New York. 
Tara: It’s so funny, for better or worse we’ve 
not gone anywhere the whole time. We haven’t 
ended the band, gone and had families, and 
come back and had this big reunion. I think 
it’s easy to forget we exist because we haven’t 
been gone. We were undercover but not gone 
and people assumed we broke up. So many 
people thought when we put out records on 
Carrot Top we were actually reuniting. Nope. 
We were playing darts every Thursday night at 
rehearsal. Not going anywhere. 

Mike: What led to having so many songs at 
the time of Opus Mixtum? That was a triple 
album/double CD. 
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Tim: For a long time Tara and I had this 
concept that we would do an instrumental 
record, and we were going to put it out about 
the time we were working on a rock record. 
Then we decided to do them together and 
to mix in a lot of personal songs that Tara 
had done. 

Tara: Which was confusing to some people. 
Tim: I thought most people took it the way 
we meant it. A lot of people thought it was 
our best record, But some of our biggest fans 
were like, “Where’s the rock?” They were 
mad at us. When we show up somewhere, 
people want to hear Tara play loud guitar. 
And it is hard for us to get away with not 
doing that. 

Tara: And | still want to work that out. 
Mike: You mentioned Rope-a-Dope. One 
of my favorite records and a great title. 
Rope-a-dope is a boxing term attributed to 
Muhammad Ali, a tactic he used. It’s about 
































playing the long game, lay back on the 
ropes, let your opponent slug away, and the 
ropes absorb some of the impact. Act like a 
dope on the ropes. You’re going to take a lot 
more up front, and you have to have a really 
strong chin. I wonder to what extent there are 
parallels in Antietam. 
Tara: [To Tim] Honey, maybe we’re still on 
the ropes [laughs] and we haven’t delivered 
the knock out punch. 
Tim: That was the greatest move in boxing 
history. Ali—I grew up following him— 
and before he got thrown out of boxing for 
refusing to go to Vietnam, he just never got 
hit. There was one time he got knocked down 
in an early fight that was a slip or shove or 
something, so that didn’t really count. If you 
hit at him, his face was moving back. 

When they let him back in, he fought 
Joe Frazier at the Garden. There was this 
moment where Ali let down his guard and 
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Joe Frazier hit him in the jaw. The crowd 
stopped. There was this loud noise because 
Ali had never been hit. Ali shook it off and 
kept boxing. Like, “Oh shit, he doesn’t have 
a glass jaw.” When he went against Foreman, 
who was this scary figure at that time. Before 
the George Foreman of the George Foreman 
Grill, he was right wing and he had these 
Doberman Pinschers. He was always waving 
the American flag. And he just beat up Joe 
Frazier really badly. When Ali went into the 
fight in Zaire, where he came up with the 
rope-a-dope, he was really supposed to lose. 
Just get killed. When he did the rope-a-dope, 
he covered up and took all these punches. 
Foreman just got tired and Ali came out fresh. 
It was just the most amazing strategy. 
Mike: And it worked. Ali won in the eighth 
round. Huge upset with a billion people 
tuned in. 
Tara: Can | take credit for naming that 
record? 
Tim: Sure. [laughs] 
Tara: In my smart-alecky, passive aggressive 
way the title’s about that time in the mid-’90s 
where this sweepstakes was going on, where 
everyone thought they’d get a major deal and 
quit their job. For five minutes that seemed 
like a viable opportunity. It was happening 
all around us. I remember relating to it as, 
“Oh, I?ll just stand back and let all this burn 
out. Then we’ll see where we all are.” 

Acouple of things are weird in my career. 
This whole eternal question—which, thank 
god seems to have faded—is, “What’s it like 
being a girl playing the guitar?” or “Best 
female rocker on this side of the Atlantic,” 
you know, dealing with that whole thing. My 
interest in being in a band was always being 
part of the platoon. It was really difficult 
for me to be the focal point. I mean it’s not 
difficult for me because I am a ham—when 
you get down to it, I can do it—but none of 
this music would exist without him and him, 
so this idea that I am the spokesperson for 
the band is difficult. The idea of being Girl- 
Playing-Guitar is a difficult thing for me. 
Even during the time where the brass ring 
was circling around, it was really hard for me 
to say, “This.is what I am. I am fronting this 
band. I am a strong woman. Sign me.” 

I would find myself in different situations 
in the sweepstakes era, finally scoring a 
meeting with a big deal music lawyer who 
got people deals, and I think back on this 
a lot. I went to that meeting and I was just 
me. We were brewing beer at that time, so 
I brought him a home brew. I was a little 
more “Aw shucks” than it would’ve taken to 
grab that brass ring. But every time I think 
of something I should be doing, I don’t do 
it well. 
Mike: As opposed to the things you are 
naturally inclined to do and that’s what you 
pursue? 
Tara: Right, and that’s kind of what our band is. 
Tim: | think sometimes the essence of our 
band is the three of us jamming, looking out 
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on 8" Avenue. This is what we’re doing. Oh, 
this sounds cool. Let’s make something out 
of that. 

Tara: And maybe that’s a form of the river 
making its path. If we had that one Triple 
A (Adult Album Alternative, a commercial 
radio format) friendly song off of Rope- 
a-Dope, that would have taken things in a 
different direction. I don’t think I would be 
unhappy to be collecting my royalties for the 
Grey's Anatomy episode that my song was in 
or whatever. 

If the river’s not flowing that way, I want 
to keep it in its banks and keep it happy. 
Making music, to me, is about making joy. 
Even when I’m singing about challenging 
situations—a situation spurring a song that 
isn’t necessarily a happy thing—I want to 
put it through some sort of grinder, where it 
comes out and I’m singing it to you so you at 
least get wry pleasure out of it. 

Being in a band is life affirming and 
energizing, but to keep that perspective 
you have to keep reframing the picture. ’m 
not going to be upset about what I didn’t 
accomplish. I’m going to reframe that picture 
and think about what I did accomplish. When 
you do this for forty years and you see peers 
achieving different levels of success it is hard 
not to measure, but I think it is important not 
to measure. I feel like we’re successful at 
what we do, which is what we want to do. 
That’s success. 

Mike: Over the years, you’ve recorded a 
number of longer songs. “Fossil hunting 
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rambles” as you’ve called them. I used to 
think of such songs as good ideas stretched 
out—that the challenge was how to extend 
them. But then I spoke with Martin Pavlinic 
from the Reports and he said the challenge 
with longer songs was figuring out where to 
cut off. I’m curious about your thoughts on 
the rambles. 

Tara: Oh, some reviews have suggested the 
cutoff point was missed. I don’t think it is 
particularly selfish to assume that more often 
than not if you are listening to Antietam you 
are up for the ride. There are always things I 
am trying to convey that there are no words 
for. And as we all struggle for the right words 
and paint ancillary pictures as we come to 
find the right words, they fall into place like a 
tab locking into a slot. There is a satisfaction 
of arriving at that spot, and sonically, 
wordlessly, that is possible too. That is the 
closed-end ramble. But equally beautiful to 
me is the infinite ramble, the perfect fade to 
suggest it goes on with or without you. 

The trip to get there, the added colors 
and feints and lifting off the lid and going 
“nope” and replacing it; it’s a richer way 
to describe “it” especially when “it” is not 
monochromatic. Or wordlessness gives you 
room to paint your own picture on the canvas 
of my song and maybe that is way more 
meaningful than any concrete blocks I could 
provide. I’m still befuddled by a lot of things, 
emotionally and factually, and I still sit in 
awe and wonder of the lushness of gray, the 
orange in blue and how untidy any impulse 
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is, ultimately. So sometimes it takes a while 
for the decoder ring to work and sometimes 
it’s okay that there is no end, no answer to the 
equation and all that takes a good goddamn 
ramble to figure out and make peace with. 
Just a couple of weeks ago we played a gig 
in Louisville. It was magical. It was at a venue 
set about hundred yards from the banks of the 
Ohio River. Yes indeed. I turned my back on 
the audience and spent my solo staring at the 
sun setting on the Ohio and out of my guitar 
poured my grandma pitching a baseball to me 
to knock out of the backyard, my mom running 
the concession stand on the paddlewheeler 
The Belle of Louisville as it chugged up and 
down the river one summer, my pop’s silly 
grin when he told me a nonsensical joke, 
one hundred yards to the right where I spent 
countless hours ages sixteen to twenty-six on 
the riverbank at Carrie Gaulbert Cox Park in 
my secret spot trying to figure out who I was 
and where I was headed with my river as my 
Magic 8-Ball, my first view of Tim. Yeah, that 
was a ramble. 
Mike: It was, but a ramble in the right hands 
can be a wonderful thing. 
Tara: Well, the goal for me with playing is 
always to become unaware of time and space. 
That does not change. I’d say the thing that 
has changed for me recently is that I am really 
trying to strip away false ways of judging 
myself. Getting rid of dialectics that would 
make some sort of yardstick that would be 
self-punishment for not accomplishing x, y, 
and z. I am so not interested in that now. 
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The thing that punk rock did for me more 
than give me a sound template was just 
to give me permission. 


Mike: On the last record you included a 
painting for each song. I’m curious about the 
painting for “They Don’t Know.” Are those 
workers’ ID buttons? 
Tara: Yes! I became obsessed with them for 
a time and tried to curb my eBay spending! I 
was so emotional about these folks frozen on 
that one picture-taking day—in service many 
times to the war machine or the building 
blocks of The Good Life—and I thought 
* about how it may have ended in impacts to 
their health, being cogs in the befouling of 
our land, a layoff without a pension. “Tide’s 
rising, cold wind blows, but they don’t 
know.” And I wanted to honor them. I am the 
type of person who sees a postcard on eBay 
from person X to person Y and stays up all 
night trying to find out who they were on 
~ Ancestry.com. I feel sometimes like tossing 
out.a shout out to souls that are gone, that 
= somebody remembers them, if only for a 
minute privately. 
Since I am currently working on a 


—. book about my great-great Aunt who 


_Wwas a madam in Gilded Age Louisville I 

have been scouring newspapers to gather 
accounts of prostitutes and their stories 
from 1880-1920. I currently have a 
spreadsheet that has gone over five hundred 
lines accounting for their whereabouts and 
addresses. I witness their morphine suicides 
and public scuffles and boyfriends who 
convinced them to come to the big city and 
then ditched them on a madam’s doorstep. I 
think about what choices they may have not 
had. So there is something in me that wants 
to recognize souls—and there is something 
in it that equalizes me—that makes me feel 
insignificant in the best, most grain of sand 
to make the whole beach way. I feel humbled 
and reverent and grateful to be alive and a 
part of a whole in my taking these moments 
to acknowledge people who probably no 
one knew other than family and a few close 
friends. And I think that probably sounds 
really insane! 
Mike: I know what you mean. I have 
something similar that spurs me on, makes 
me want to interview bands and hear their 
stories rather than just consume a record. 
Earlier you were talking about your mom and 
she’s mentioned in the poem written on the 
back of the painting for “Birdwatching.” Did 
she write the poem? 


Tara: That’s her, yeah. This is crazy. I’ve 
been a David Bowie freak my whole life; 
mom knew that. Mom listened to some 
Bowie with me. In January of 2016 when 
he died, she was the person who called me. 
I was still asleep. “David Bowie died.” And 
I’m like, “What?!” She was obsessed with 
the story that he was working on that album 
(Blackstar, 2016) up until he died—album 
goes out, he dies like a week later. 

She wasn’t doing too good in January 
2016 and in the ensuing eight weeks she 
really went downhill. When Bowie died, she 
had been writing these poems. We did this 
project where she would write the poem and 
send it to me and I would attach a photograph 
I’d taken. Or vice versa, I would send her a 
photograph to spur a poem. We put together 
that book over the course of six weeks or so. I 
did print on demand, so I got a proof of it and 
showed it to her on her freakin’ death bed. 
The book came out within the week she died. 
She accomplished what she wanted to do, 
like Bowie. It was called Arrows and we put 
it out on our press (Torcello Editions). 
Mike: That’s remarkable. Did she write over 
the course of her life? 

Tara: No, no. Although she was always 
known as a dynamic public speaker and she 
wrote great speeches, but she never sat down 
to write until the last six or seven years of 
her life. My earliest memories—and this 
speaks to the fact that I was always asked 
about being a woman playing rock and “Was 
it hard?” and everything—I had to come to 
understand that it really was hard for some 
women who’d walk into a guitar store and 
be entirely discouraged within two seconds 
of arriving and just turn around and leave. 
For me, it was just never an issue. I can 
remember being four or five years old and 
being in a room with her while she was 
speaking and everyone else in the room was 
a man. And they were listening to her. And 
she was making her point. That was my role 
model. It never occurred to me that there was 
something I could not do because I was a 
woman. I had to roll that back to understand 
other people’s experiences when I would get 
really exasperated with having that dialectic. 

Then she spilled out an autobiography 
(Blue Streak; A Louisville Memoir), which 
is amazing, and then she did this book 
(Arrows). I got her an iPad, which became 





indispensable to her. She was ninety years 
old trying to learn how to use it and she did 
great with it, although I would have these 
little conversations while I was at work, 
because she was also going deaf, “HOLD 
THE BUTTON ON THE SIDE AND THE 
BUTTON ON THE FRONT AT THE SAME 
TIME. AT. THE. SAME. TIME!” Or I would 
get these texts that just go, “Tara, it’s all gone 
haywire, what do I do?” She wrote a lot the 
last period of her life. It was pretty cool. She 
just put on a different hat. 

Both of my parents weren’t artists by self- 
definition. My dad is basically responsible 
for my pretty robust photographic output. 
Especially in the last five years, I’ve been 
taking that a lot more seriously. He was a 
laborer who worked a shitty job he hated 
from about 1930 to about 1975, as a tile 
setter. Didn’t have health insurance. Was 
a real artisan at what he did, but he was a 
dude who was smaller than me and he carried 
sixty-pound bags of grout his whole life. He 
was 4F (unfit for military duty due to medical 
condition) so he couldn’t go to World War II 
because he was a small guy. But for two years 
one of the main photo dudes at the newspaper 
in Louisville, the Courier Journal, had gone 
to war. My dad got that job. For two years 
he was stringing, running to events, taking 
photographs, developing them. He printed, 
at that time, the largest color mural that had 
ever been printed, with Standard Gravure, 
a print firm associated with the newspaper. 
After that he tried to make a go of having a 
photographic studio, my mom and him tried 
to do it. 

My two siblings—they are much older 
than me, were alive then—and I was 
coming, so he closed it down. That was 
it. He taught me how to do everything— 
shooting, framing, and printing—but he 
never got a chance to express himself and he 
went back to the shitty job he hated. It made 
a strong impression on me. Whether it’s 
work or having a job, any kind of perceived 
“hardship,” I just have to keep coming back 
to feeling lucky I get to do it, to be creative. 
I do it because he didn’t get to do it. It’s 
been a real defining thing for me. 

Mike: It’s interesting how things so 
seemingly unlike punk rock can pave the 
way and be so compatible. 

Tara: The thing that punk rock did for me 
more than give me a sound template was just 
to give me permission. Whatever I did with 
it may not have been punk rock-ish, but it 
filtered through to every aspect of my life. It 
gave me permission to do things in a true and 
personal way that might not be the norm. 
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images of the Masque, Black Flag, 
Olympic Auditorium, and The Decline of the Western 
to mind when | think of the crucial mom \ arly L.A punk and 
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scenes |S vocalist Keith Morris. You can't tell th 

punk without him. 

It's been forty years since the Circle Jerks released its ground- 
breaking debut, Group Sex. 10 celebrate Keith, now sixty-four years old, 
will hit the road this spring for a lengthy global tour with Greg Hetson, 
Zander Schloss, and a yet-to-be-named drummer. 

Keith visited Razorcake headquarters in Highland Park to talk about 
the upcoming Circle Jerks reunion, dealing with diabetes, delays on the 
latest OFF! record, and how 4 bad romance has fueled his creativity. 
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Jim: The Circle Jerks reunion tour—how is 
it shaping up? 
Keith: It’s shaping up to the realization that 
three of us who are the senior citizens of the 
band—the guys who have been in the band the 
longest—are out of shape. I mean, everybody 
says, it’s like sex, it’s like riding a bike, and 
it’s not. We’ve been auditioning drummers 
and they’re wailing on our fucking asses. 
Jim: You’re seeing a trainer, right? 
Keith: Yes. Being a diabetic, I have an 
immune system that’s been completely 
compromised, which means I could be in a 
room and some sleazy sleaze bag on the other 
side of the room sneezes and I walk away 
coughing and sneezing and hacking and a 
runny nose. And, being a diabetic, it’s totally 
fucked. So I don’t go out as much as I used to 
because I’m trying to avoid crowds. 
Todd: When were you diagnosed with 
diabetes? What was it attributed to? 
Keith: I’ve had diabetes since I was forty- 
two. That’s when I was diagnosed. I was 
originally diagnosed as a Type 1. Excuse me, 
Type 2. See, I’m kind of frazzled. This Circle 
Jerks thing is really like... 
Todd: Intense. 
Keith: It is. Because we haven’t really started 
to get into it. We have a thing we call the 
downstroke derby. My original idea was— 
because it’s the 40th anniversary of Group 
Sex—that we were going to play Group Sex 
in its entirety, which is fourteen-and-a-half 
minutes. Just race through it. There are a 
couple of songs—one song, that we played 
live maybe two or three times. It’s interesting, 
and it doesn’t work unless the venue that 
we’re playing in is next to an exotic dance 
club, so that the exotic dancers can come in 
and do striptease while we’re doing this song 
and we give them a couple of mics so they 
can scream, “Group sex!” Otherwise, it just 
it doesn’t have any kind of impact. It’s one of 
those goofy, stupid songs. 
Jim: Whose voices are on the record? 
Keith: I believe that would have been guys 
in the band’s girlfriends. I mean you can’t 
call in Emmylou Harris, Dolly Parton, Linda 
Ronstadt or even Alice Bag or Penelope 
Houston. They’re not always available. “We 
gotta record this right now.” Here are our 
girlfriends so, “Hey, get over here. Get in 
front of the mic.” And “Live Fast Die Young,” 
I got tired of the lyrics. When you reach a 
certain age, when you’re singing “I don’t 
want to live to be thirty-four.” I’m sixty-four 
years old. So I’m a liar. I lied to you. 
Todd: And it’s also a rock and roll tradition. 
The Who sang, “I hope I die before I get 
old.” It’s kind of like a mission statement. 
Punk isn’t “I want to get really old and sit 
in a rocking chair.” They don’t want to hear 
that message. 
Keith: I want to get old, sit in a rocking chair, 
and look over my bank statements. 
Jim: Those are pretty shitty song lyrics. 
Keith: Speak for yourself! So, getting back to 
the diabetes, I was originally diagnosed as a 
Type 2, which means that’s adult onset. That’s 
because the people who were diagnosing me 
didn’t dig deep enough, and I wouldn’t find 


out that I was a Type 1 until about two years 
ago. I started going to see a diabetologist at 
Keck, which is USC. She starts digging into 
all the blood work and she eventually comes 
up with this thing that I’m a Type 1. 

I had diabetes, it just wasn’t there the 

way that it normally affects you. It was just 
cruising, kicking back, waiting for its time. 
And when it hit me, it almost killed me. I was 
down to eighty-five pounds. And I had some 
friends—some of these guys, that people 
in the punk rock world cannot stand, who 
were like, “Keith, go over to Cedars-Sinai,” 
which would be the last place I would ever 
go because that’s where all of the elitists go. 
And so my final bill for... I think I was there 
for five days, six days, was like $90,000. 
Todd: Oh my goodness. 
Keith: I had some friends who are very 
important to me that most of the people in 
our world can’t stand. And they said, “We’ll 
pay for it. You’re our friend. You go, we will 
take care of it. We can more than afford to 
kick in the dough.” 

Anyways, I’m diagnosed as a Type 
2. The woman that I’m dealing with, she 
does not fuck around. She’s been doing it 
for years and years. She said, “You had it, 
but it was dormant. You had a degenerating 
organ.” It could have been my pancreas. You 
know sometimes you’re a diabetic because 
your pancreas is kicking out the insulin, but 
you become resistant to the insulin that it’s 
putting out. Sometimes it puts out insulin 
that can’t do the job that it’s supposed to 
do. She determined that I had some kind 
of degenerative thing going on with my 
pancreas. And I’ve since righted it. 

Jim: But it’s still a daily thing that you deal with. 
Keith: Like three times a day, sometimes 
four, sometimes five. 

Todd: Constant maintenance and vigilance? 
Keith: Yes. If I’m having a good day, it’s 
three times and everything’s great. And if 
I’m having a bad day and I’m stressing out 
and the numbers start jacking up, then it’s a 
whole different scenario. 

Jim: So with the upcoming tour, how are 
you setting this up differently than in the 
early ’80s? 

Keith: There’s a certain strategy to all of 
this. We are going to cover what appears to 
be—at first initially—eight months, but this 
isn’t get in the van and drive to every little 
city and every little town and play at the bus 
stop and play at the AM/PM. “Hello Blythe! 
Hello Cucamonga! How’s it going?” And 
there’s three guys and a dog and four women 
on the far end of the lot pushing their babies 
in carts. 

We can’t do that because we’re older 
guys. We already did that. We already did 
the grind where you just go out there and 
hope that Friday night you call somebody 
two days in advance, and they’re gonna let 
you play in the deli across the street from 
the University of Tennessee. We did that 
for about three or four years. These tours, a 
minimum length would be two-and-a-half, 
three months. We did one where the first 
batch of shows lasted three months. We got 


back home for a month. Just long enough 
to realize that each of us had made three 
hundred dollars on this three-month tour. 

And we left for another four-month 
tour where you play the Electric Banana in 
Pittsburgh and the guy with the little voice 
box says, “I’m not paying you, get out of 
here.” And this is to Earl Liberty. Earl had 
this thing where he had lost all of his front 
teeth at a party when the cops showed up. 
He leaped over the brick wall and realized it 
was a thirty foot drop. He would play with 
his teeth out and he looked very menacing. 
He goes in to collect the money from the 
guy with the voice box behind the desk in 
the little office. The guy pulled out a gun 
and shot three holes in the ceiling. And by 
the time that third shot went off, Earl had 
already raced through the club and was out 
in the parking lot. “We gotta get out of here!” 
We had a few situations like that. 

Jim: Are there places you’re looking forward 
to going back to? 

Keith: We’re playing the Rebellion Fest 
in Blackpool. That building is a historical 
building. And that ballroom might hold a 
thousand people more than the Hollywood 
Palladium. They have all of these black-and- 
white photos up in the dressing rooms. I’m 
looking at this one photo where it shows all 
of the couples. They’re in tuxedos and big 
ball dresses. It’s cool. I’m looking forward 
to that. 

The situation here in Southern 
California—when we get ready to do the 
show, it’s going to be a ton of fun. It’s going 
to be kind of an odd, wacky place. We want 
this to be special. Forty years of Group Sex. 
Let’s get creative. And one of our very last 
shows is going to be a freak out. It’s going 
to be a fucking freak scene. It’s going to be 
completely ape shit. I guarantee that. 
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Jim: One of the last ones? 

Keith: Yeah. See, we’re talking about eight 
months. But, because of the show that we’re 
working on here in L.A., we might have to 
tag on an extra month just to see what we're 
doing. Because we’re older guys. I’m not 
getting up at 7:38 in the morning to drive 
five-hundred miles to be loading in the 
equipment at 2:30 to do a sound check at 
three or 3:30. We’ve done that like... 

Todd: Thousands of times. 

Keith: I can only do three in a row. It’s just 
too physically abusive. We’re not eighteen- 
year-olds. We’re not thirty-year-olds. We’re 
guys like mid-to-late fifties. Early sixties. 
Todd: I have a question. The Circle Jerks 
played in Las Vegas and the roof collapsed. 
Keith: That was the Huntridge Theater. 
We pulled up. Got there early. Time to 
load in. As we’re bringing our equipment 
into the venue, the roof collapses. It’s not 
just a couple of little chunks coming out 
of the ceiling. It was like, “You’re closed. 
Nobody’s coming in here.” 

Todd: I didn’t know if you guys had started 
playing or if it was during sound check... 
Keith: We didn’t get that far. So we turned 
around and we set everything up in front of 
the vehicle that we were in. I believe we were 
traveling in a Bounder at the time, which is a 
big mobile home. It sleeps like sixty people. 
We turn the vehicle on, motor is running, 
power is generating. We plug in and we play 
in the parking lot to about thirty people. 
Todd: That’s awesome. 

Keith: Yeah. I mean, that’s the kind of stuff 
that we would do. 

Jim: How are things with the rest of the guys 
in the Circle Jerks? Have you spent much 
time in the room with them to rehearse? 
Keith: No. We got together twice. And 
that’s when it dawned upon us that we’re 
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getting ready to get our asses kicked. I’ve got 
to blow my pipes out and get in shape. 
Todd: So I understand it’s the 40-year 
anniversary of Group Sex, but what’s the 
genesis for putting so much behind it? 
Keith: We were presented with an opportunity. 
And we’ve had a few people shouting “cash 
grab.” These people don’t understand. We’re 
older guys. The window of opportunity started 
as a nice, hot summer day where you open 
the window and it’s like three-feet high. Our 
window of opportunity, because it’s starting to 
cool off, is down to maybe ten inches. We’re 
older guys and you just don’t get up and do 
this. So we’re working out and I’m actually 
pleasantly surprised that I’m starting to feel a 
little bit better. We have this opportunity that’s 
presented to us, and we would be complete 
idiots to not take advantage of the opportunity. 
Todd: You’ve been offered before to get the 
band back together. 

Keith: I personally have blown off about 
$500,000 in guarantees and that would have 
been about four shows. 

Todd: That’s a lot of money. 

Keith: It’s just a reward. A lot of people will 
see it differently, but that’s okay. We’re at a 





point where there are all of these new kids 
who know nothing about it or have read 
about it or maybe they might have seen The 
Decline of Western Civilization or American 
Hardcore. They’re thinking, Wow, I wish 
I could have been there. This is as close as 
they can get to it. 

Todd: And also the music is great. There’s 
no doubt about that. But also the iconography 
is so prevalent in Southern California. You 
see Circle Jerks stuff all the time and Shawn 
Kerri’s illustrations are iconic. 

Keith: The Shawn Kerri story. There are 
the detractors who say we never paid Shawn 
Kerri for the work. Shawn Kerri was one of 
my good friends. Shawn Kerri was one of 
my drinking buddies. And I would hang 
out with her in her apartment and watch 
her do artwork. She was doing cartoons 
for a magazine called CARtoons. All of the 
hot rod drag strip stuff, but she was also 
doing full page comics for Hustler and 
Cheri—and all of that stuff pays bills—but 
her love was the Circle Jerks, Black Flag, 
The Adolescents, TSOL, Agent Orange. She 
loved all of the Southern California punk 
rock bands and she would do whatever she 
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could to be a part of it, but also to be part of 
the creative part of it. 

So, getting back to those tours that we 
would do—where we would go out for months 
at a time—we weren’t smart enough to take 
T-shirts to sell for ten bucks or whatever. 
We weren’t smart enough because we didn’t 
have the money to print up a hundred T-shirts. 
We were not business minded in that sense. 
And so people, just recently, were lodging 
complaints that Circle Jerks never paid Shawn 
Kerri for that drawing. The Circle Jerks, at one 
time, when we got the merchandise rolling, 
I said guys, “Every night, we’re going to 
remove a chunk of dough. And we’re going 
to put it in a pot that we are going to give to 
our friend at the end of the tour.” And at one 
point, I think we were up to about seven or 
eight thousand dollars. We were just getting 
on the merchandise tip. Now you go to a gig 
and some of these bands... fuck. 

Todd: It’s fifty different T-shirt designs and 
posters. 

Keith: So any of the Shawn Kerri detractors? 
You can go fuck yourselves. 

Todd: Do you know what happened to her at 
the end because she just disappeared. 


Keith: She fell down. From what I heard, 
she had developed a heroin habit and she fell 
down a flight of stairs. She apparently was 
living with her mom who she aided. From 
what we heard she died homeless. 

Jim: Your bandmate from OFF!, Dimitri 
Coats, is stepping in as the manager of the 
Circle Jerks. 

Keith: It gives him something to do. We 
have certain situations where the guys in the 
band—we can only think about so much, we 
can only do so much—and this is a big deal. 
Todd: It just seems like a big operation. 
Keith: Well, we’re gonna have a sound 
guy. We’re gonna have my friend Little 
Lou, who’s worked with everyone from 
Bad Religion and the Weirdos, Thelonious 
Monster, Circle Jerks, Eagles Of Death 
Metal, Ryan Adams, The Red Hot Chili 
Peppers. At one point he was like the fifth 
member. You know if somebody needed 
their shirts taken to the dry cleaner, right? 
So if somebody had a flat tire, he would 
come and fix it. He’s gonna just be the guy 
who makes sure that we get there and drives 
the vehicle, and make sure everything’s 
happening backstage. 








Todd: Tour manager. I was actually surprised 
that you said you’re out of shape because 
you’ve been very active with OFF! 

Keith: Not that active. See, if you take 
long breaks, you get out of shape. The most 
important thing for me is being able to hit 
certain notes and sound like I’m scraping the 
roof of my mouth. You don’t just step up and 
do that. 

Jim: But this has been a year of really intense 
creativity for you in terms of songwriting and 
writing lyrics and things like that. 

Keith: Yeah, we—and when I say we, I mean 
Dimitri and I—wrote twenty-five songs. We 
had two years to do it. What we were doing, 
our vibe, what’s happening in our world is 
we have two guys who play with us who are 
extremely important to the band. One of the 
guys (Steven McDonald) is a member of Redd 
Kross. He’s also a member of the Melvins. 
One of the other guys (Mario Rubalcaba) 
started a band with two of his best friends 
down in San Diego called Earthless. 

And these guys, their mentality is, “Our 
bands come first, even though we’re members 
of OFF!” And what happened was Dimitri 
and I looked at each other and said, “There’s 
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nothing we can do about these guys. We can’t 
stop them from going out and earning a living. 
So go out and do that,” because Dimitri and 
I are writing these songs anyways. As we’re 
writing, we’re trying to figure out when do 
we get a chance to get in a room with these 
guys and record the songs? We’ll learn four 
songs and we’ll record them. And we’ll run 
through the songs twice, maybe three times. 
Todd: That’s pretty efficient, actually. 
Keith: This is all taking place in the rehearsal 
space because it’s also set up as a recording 
studio. So they get through with their tours. 
These twenty-five songs are written for a 
soundtrack. And Dimitri has written a script. 
It’s totally goofy. Think The Monkees’ 
Head written by Jack Nicholson on some 
acid trip. Think Frank Zappa’s 200 Motels. 
Think, of course, Spinal Tap. Because any 
guy in a band, you can’t say you’re in a band 
unless you’ve lived two or three Spinal Tap 
episodes. The movie is just so goofy and so 
ridiculous. The idea is when people leave 
the theater, they’re shaking their heads and 
they’re looking at each other going, “Who 
gave these guys the money to make this?” 
Our drummer tells us, “I can’t be a part of 
the project. I’m a drummer, I’m not an actor.” 
And we wanted to panic but we’ve always 
had a back-up drummer and that would be 
Dale from the Melvins. So we recorded the 
first batch of songs for the soundtrack with 
Dale. And when our original drummer, 
Mario, hears the songs, he says, “I’ve been 


thinking about it. And I changed my mind. 
I want to be a part of this. I really love what 
I’m hearing. There’s something going on 
here that nobody else is doing.” 

It took us over a year to record the amount 
of songs we recorded because our time in 
the rehearsal space—being able to learn 
the songs and teach the songs to the other 
guys—was limited. We poured our heart and 
soul into the songs. All of the songs are based 
on conspiracy theories. So some of the shit 
is really ridiculous. And so our drummer, 
Mario, hears what we recorded with Dale and 
says, “I can do better.” 

Todd: Oooh. 

Keith: And that wasn’t an “Ouch!” and that 
wasn’t an “Oooh!” Dale Crover is a bad ass. 
Dale Crover is a fucking motherfucker. And 
I love Dale. He’s a sweetheart. You’re not 
going to meet a cooler guy than Dale. Our 
original drummer, Mario, slowly became one 
of my favorite drummers, because he brings 
the Latin flair. Billy Stevenson explained 
this to me. Billy Stevenson was tutored in a 
really odd way by Robo, who was the second 
drummer in Black Flag. The thing that made 
Robo so amazing was the fact that he had a 
lot of splishy splashy stuff going on the hi- 
hat. And what that equated to is him being 
from Colombia; the music they listened to is 
called Cumbia. 

And the splashing on the hi-hat is to 
get the women to start swirling their hips 
and getting the women excited. Because it’s 











Friday night. We want to drink and we want 
to do drugs because we’re in Colombia and 
they’re growing the stuff on the side of the 
hill, And we’re going to have a party and 
we’re going to hope that it turns into an orgy 
and that’s what Robo brings to the drums; 
that’s what made Robo so special. It wasn’t 
crashing and bashing and hitting hard. He 
was no Chuck Biscuits. He had this Latin 
flavor. That’s one of the things I was told that 
made Black Flag so interesting. 

Todd: Mario served a lot of time with Rocket 
From The Crypt. That totally makes sense to 
me. The danciness of it. 

Keith: So Mario steps up and learns twenty- 
five songs, and I want to say it was five days. 
Todd: Beast. : 

Keith: And because there was a break 
with Redd Kross and the Melvins it was 
my opportunity. Now my thing is, being 
out of shape, going into the studio and just 
wholeheartedly physically tossing everything 
I had into these songs, into these vocals. I 
could only last for an hour-and-a-half, two 
hours. “Let’s try to make it through two or 
three songs.” So we recorded all of the songs 
and something happened and I can’t get into 
the details. I made a promise. It was just 
really seriously unfair and uncool.'And a guy 
in a band is not supposed to do that to the 
other guys in the band. So those songs are 
on hold. 

Jim: But you're still writing songs, you’re 
still writing material. 
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Keith: I’m writing lyrics. I showed you some 
of those lyrics and I explained the method to 
my madness for this batch of lyrics. They’re 
not political lyrics. There’s anger. There’s 
some hatred. It’s like, if it’s an amicable 
split, everything’s fine and everything’s still 
lovey dovey and you can be my friend and 
I'll call you on Friday and we can go to the 
Baskin-Robbins and we can get a couple of 
ice cream cones. Then we can drive over to 
Griffith Park and we can hold hands and lick 
ice cream cones. 

Jim: Keith, that sounds wonderful. I thought 
you’d never ask. 

Keith: There’ll be squirrels and chipmunks 
and little deer and moms changing the 
Huggies on the babies and all the little kids 
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feeding peanuts to all the little animals and 
the little foxes and the bluebirds and whatever 
birds are up there in the park. Maybe a bear 
might show up and dance and lick people’s 
palms. It’s just all this beautiful stuff. 

I found myself in a really ridiculous 
situation. Thankfully, it only lasted six 
months. And one of the great things about 
this six months was I was extremely busy 
writing these songs for the OFF! record. And 
I’m dating this girl but I failed to.... Normally 
in a first-time scenario, when you’re asking 
somebody out on a date, you’re going to 
get into a conversation. You’re going to say, 
besides, “What music do you listen to?” and, 
“What’s your favorite food?” and, “Do you 
like to drink” and “How old are you?” And 


NresVReccUh Sa) bed be 
APU Ome lc 
ou’ve lived two 


or three Si al AL TAP 


episodes. 








even more basic, because she’s gorgeous: 
“Do you have a boyfriend? Or, “How many 
guys are you seeing?” 
Todd: These are important questions. 
Keith: Normally when people are 
approaching their early thirties, hopefully, 
most of the shit they gotta do when they’re 
young is out of their system. And it’s not like, 
“Well, I forgot to talk to you about Tom the 
bartender,” and “I forgot to tell you about 
Bill the auto mechanic who rotates my tires.” 
And good old Keith, being sixty-three years 
old at the time, is just floored by the fact that 
she would say yes to going out with me. It 
just got ridiculous. So it goes on for about six 
months and at the end I get whittled down to 
nothing. Actually, at some point, I will thank 
her for providing me with a well of lyrics for 
an album that’s just based on love and hate. 
I’m telling Jim and I’m showing him these 
lyrics that I write on the sports page of the 
L.A. Times. 
Todd: He was telling me about that. I have 
one question that’s been burning for a while. 
Keith: Okay, go ahead. . 
Todd: At what point did you decide to grow 
your hair? This is actually something that 
didn’t come up in the memoir... 
Jim: It’s called My Damage. 
Keith: Todd, it’s not important. It’s not 
important how I wear my hair. 
Jim: It’s what’s inside his head. 
Todd: No, it’s not important, but it’s 
conspicuous. 
Keith: Todd, I’m a lazy white guy. 
Todd: All right. So am I with my hair. I just 
shave it. : 
Keith: I’ve been growing dreads. I have 
nothing to do with some of the stuff that the 
dreads are associated with. I am not feeling 
irie. I don’t need a bag of pot. I did that when 
I was younger. J had all‘my fun. And I also 
have emphysema so smoking pot doesn’t 
work. I can’t be concerned with what people 
think about my hair. Because there are more 
important issues. It’s not what you wear, or 
your hair, your shoes, or what you drive, or 
where you live. It’s who you are. 
Jim: So there’s another creative thing you’ve 
been working on that I know about because 
I was working on it with you, but why don’t 
you talk about that? 
Keith: You were just as much responsible 
for what we’re working on as I am. I mean, 
putting the stories together, trimming all 
of the fat. You’re an important part of this, 
too. We, Jim and I, wrote a book called My 
Damage. When did it come out? About two 
years ago? 
Jim: Longer than that. 
Keith: Don’t ask me about dates. So we wrote 
a book. The book was, I want to say, very 
successful, so we’re starting to toss around 
ideas. How we’re going to approach what it’s 
going to be about. I’ve been hit up to tell more 
stories about some of the punk rock bands, 
give more descriptions about some of the 
shows. And take it even further back because 
we talked about one of my favorite stories— 
the first time I ever went to the Whisky a Go 
Go to see Black Oak Arkansas. 
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Jim: I knew you were going to tell this 
story! Any time a punk rocker says, “Keith, 
tell me about the punk days,” you start 
talking about Black Oak Arkansas! 

Keith: Yeah, we’re having an earthquake 
on our waterbed. Fever in my mind. | 
played him some Black Oak Arkansas 
because Jim was clueless. But these people 
who read the first book are now coming 
up with ideas for the second book. “Tell 
us some more stories about some of the 
bands you saw while you were growing 
up. Tell us some stories about some of the 
punk rock bands. We tell the story of Flea 
auditioning for Public Image Limited at 
Perkins Palace.” 

Jim: That was “Hollywood Shuffle” in John 
Doe’s book More Fun in the New World. 
Keith: We tell the story; adding some details, 
a little bit more color. You’re good for that. 
Jim: Thank you, Keith. 

Keith: Somebody wanted to know more 
about my love life. You know, just being the 
superstar rock stud. 

Jim: There was some of that in My Damage and 
the lawyer strongly suggested we take it out. 
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Keith: That was just the knife incident. They 
wanted to know more stuff like that. From 
the book My Damage, we were approached 
by Paul Rachman, director of American 
Hardcore and several award-winning MTV 
videos. We’re talking about Megadeth, 
Slayer, Anthrax, Suicidal, Bad Brains. I know 
he did Gang Green. He loves Gang Green. So 
we’re working on something with him. That 
could equate to a really fun, heartwarming 
Walt Disney type movie. 
Jim: The Wonder Years 
tranquilizers. 

Todd: I want to thank you because I was 
thinking about the first time I heard about 
the Circle Jerks. I was at Boy Scout camp, 
probably like twelve or thirteen years old. 
And one of the counselors... 

Jim: I bet you had a lot of circle jerks up 
there. 

Todd: Jesus, Jim. 

Keith: The counselor suggested, “Hey guys, 
watch me!” 

Todd: No! 

Jim: Todd, you totally set yourself up for 
this. 


with animal 


Keith: He had a hot dog in one hand, and a 
hot dog in the other. Follow me, boys! 

Todd: No, he just had a bunch of band names 
written on his Converse. I asked him about it one 
day and he shared with me the Circle Jerks. 
Keith: I was a Cub Scout and it was time to 
leave the Cub Scouts and move on to the Boy 
Scouts. I went to a Boy Scouts meeting in 
Manhattan Beach and I couldn’t deal with it. 
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This interview has been edited for space. For 
the complete interview, check out the podcast 
at Razorcake.org. 
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WE'RE SO FUCKED. | don’t say that 
lightly. I'm definitely not a gloom-and- 
doom hysteric constantly shouting about 


the end of the world. 


I’m an academic and I’ve become increasingly concerned about 
the ways environmental problems have been impacting the world, 
especially in Africa where I do much of my research. A few years 
ago I began telling friends that I was reading all of the literature on 
global climate change so they wouldn’t have to. While I haven’t read 
everything, I’ve read a great deal of it, from scientific studies, UN 
reports, academic articles, and best-selling books. And I’ve come to 
the same conclusion that pretty much everyone else who has studied 
this has. 


We’re so fucked. 


In this One Punk’s Guide, I’m gonna share some of the most 
important information I’ve learned over several years of research. But 
if you want to skip straight to the record reviews, here’s the simple 
take-away. For the last two centuries, humans have been burning a 
shit-ton of fossil fuels, which released greenhouse gases, primarily 
carbon dioxide, into the atmosphere. Those gases trapped excessive 
heat, which has begun to warm up the planet’s atmosphere. This 
whole time, we’ve had a pretty good idea about the impact this was 
having on the earth. But instead of doing anything substantial to stop 
or reverse course, we’ve been increasing our carbon emissions. 

The issue isn’t whether or not climate change is real. Only idiots 
and liars dispute that fact. But neither is it about stopping climate 
change. It’s way too late for that. What we need to be doing now is 
working to slow down the warming, prepare for the catastrophes that 
will only be getting worse, and hope that some version of civilization 
survives. Think I’m being overly pessimistic? Read on. 


THE BASIC SCIENCE BEHIND CLIMATE CHANGE 


You are probably familiar with the fact that greenhouse gases are 
the primary contributing factor in climate change. The basic science is 
that certain gases in the atmosphere block heat from escaping. Under 
normal conditions, these gases capture enough of the sun’s heat so 
that our planet exists in that sweet spot in the solar system where the 
surface of the planet is just warm enough to foster life forms like ours, 
while excess heat escapes back into space. These greenhouse gases 
include water vapor, carbon dioxide, nitrous oxide, and methane. All 
are naturally occurring and, when combined with the sun’s radiation, 
help shape the way our planet’s climate functions. 

Across the history of the planet, there have been two major natural 
forces affecting the climate: volcanic activity and the sun’s energy 
output. The sun’s energy output is not constant, but ebbs and flows. 
Volcano eruptions release gases and dust particles that have the effect of 
shading parts of the globe from incoming solar radiation, thus leading 
to a cooling in the affected areas. For example, volcanoes combined 
with a decrease in solar activity led to the so-called Little Ice Age 
between 1650 and 1850. But because the volcanic activity was mostly 
in the northern hemisphere, only Europe was impacted. Since 1750, 
the average amount of energy coming from the sun has either remained 
constant or increased slightly. Natural forces haven’t caused the rising 
temperatures we’ve experienced since then. We’ve done that by 
increasing the amount of greenhouse gases in the planet’s atmosphere. 

Carbon dioxide is a greenhouse gas that is naturally produced 
from respiration, land use changes, and the burning of fossil fuels. 
With the advent of the industrial revolution, humans have dramatically 
increased their burning of fossil fuels, like coal and oil. In the last 150 
years, we have raised the levels of carbon dioxide in the atmosphere 
from 280 parts per million to over 400 parts per million. We’ve 
also increased the level of methane in the atmosphere, through our 
cultivation of livestock and agriculture. The levels are relatively 
low compared to the other gases, but methane is significant because 
it captures far more heat in the atmosphere than carbon dioxide. 





Chlorofluorocarbons (CFCs) are also significant, but are not naturally 
occurring. These are synthetic compounds that have now been greatly 
curbed by international regulations because of their destructive impact 
on the ozone layer. In fact, the international agreement restricting the 
use of CFCs (1987’s Montreal Protocol) is evidence that international 
cooperation on environmental concerns is possible if the political will 
is there. 

But I’m getting ahead of myself. The point is that there are natural 
forces which impact the planet’s climate and ensure it can sustain life. 
When that climate changes, the planet’s ecosystems are altered and, 
in some cases, destroyed. In fact, the earth has experienced five mass 
extinctions. All but the one that killed the dinosaurs involved climate 
change produced by greenhouse gases. The Permian Extinction was 
the worst, occurring 250 million years ago when roughly 96 percent 
of the world’s species were wiped out when carbon dioxide warmed 
the planet by five degrees Celsius. But in the past, those changes 
were caused by external forces, not by human activity. Currently we 
are adding carbon dioxide into the atmosphere ten times faster than 
occurred with the advent of the Permian Extinction. And remember, 
that catastrophe almost ended all life on the planet. 

But it’s not like we didn’t know all of this. 


THE BASTARDS ALWAYS KNEW 


As far back as 1896, Swedish scientist Svante Arrhenius was 
arguing that the burning of fossil fuels could change the climate, 
drawing a correct correlation between the atmospheric levels of 
carbon dioxide and global temperature. In the 1950s, American 
scientist Charles Keeling’s work on CO2 concentrations in Antarctica 
ice cores confirmed the greenhouse effect. But it wasn’t until the 
late 1980s, when the U.S. Senate began holding public hearings on 
climate change, that the general population really became aware of 
the impact human activity was having on the planet’s climate. In 
response, the United Nations created the Intergovernmental Panel on 
Climate Change (IPCC), a group of scientists and experts dedicated 
to providing the world with objective, scientifically-validated 
information about climate change. I’ll talk more about them later, 
but at this point you should know that the IPCC is the internationally 
accepted authority on climate change. They don’t conduct original 
research but merely report on what is generally accepted by the larger 
scientific community and their reports are the result of compromises 
between hundreds of climate scientists and government officials, 
which makes them very conservative and cautious in their claims. 

The other thing you should know is that fossil fuel companies had 
been well aware of climate change for some time. As early as 1959, the 
American Petroleum Institute was paying attention to carbon dioxide 
emissions and taking their consequences seriously. By the late 1970s 
Exxon was spending millions of dollars on research, concluding by 
1982 that their own dire estimates had been too low. Other fossil fuel 
giants, like Shell, had also been doing the research and knew what was 
going on. When NASA scientist James Hansen made global warming 
a public issue in 1988, oil companies had already started building their 
ocean platforms higher to deal with the rising sea levels they knew 
were coming and that they were causing. They also began buying 
exploration rights in frozen and inaccessible areas in anticipation of 
global warming making these regions accessible in the future. 

Nathaniel Rich lays all of this out in his book Losing Earth, based 
on research in the archives of fossil fuel companies. Rich points 
out that, “Nearly everything we understand about global warming 
was understood in 1979. It was, if anything, better understood... 
by 1979 the main points were already settled beyond debate, and 
attention turned from basic principles to a refinement of the predicted 
consequences” (Rich 2019, 3). And during the late 1980s, there was an 
opportunity to do something about it. The world ratified the Montreal 
Protocol in 1987 to regulate the use of CFCs (and because they did 
so, the hole in the ozone layer has almost entirely disappeared). If the 
U.S. government had endorsed the proposal that had broad bipartisan 
support at the end of the 1980s—freezing of carbon emissions with 
the goal of reducing them by 20 percent by 2005—global warming 
could have been held to less than 1.5 degrees and you wouldn’t be 
reading articles like this one now. 
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But that’s now how shit went down, and for that you can thank 
the fossil fuel industry and a handful of Republican politicians. 
Instead of honestly addressing the issue they knew they were 
complicit in creating, the fossil fuel industry embarked on a massive 
misinformation campaign. According to a 1988 Exxon internal memo, 
the strategy was to “emphasize the uncertainty” in the scientific data. 
The fossil fuel industry created the Global Climate Coalition (GCC) 
to launch disinformation campaigns and undermine the 1997 Kyoto 
Protocol, the world’s first attempt to address the problem of climate 
change. They knew the science was totally correct, but they launched 
a strategy of what environmental writer Alex Steffen calls “predatory 
delay”—blocking or slowing needed change in order to continue 
reaping massive profits. And those profits helped fund a disinformation 
campaign via the GCC that they knew was based on lies. 

Eventually the public pressure (especially in Europe) forced the 
GCC to disband, but they had already succeeded in their goal. The 
damage was done. As late as 2017, almost 90 percent of Americans 
didn’t know there was scientific consensus on global warming, By then 
the Republican Party had become defined by its stubborn commitment 
to climate change denialism and its tight embrace of the fossil fuel 
industry (Do I need to list all the GOP politicians who have direct ties 
to the oil industry, from Dick Cheney to Rick Perry?). Even though 
the GCC closed up, the fossil fuel giants have continued to fund 
climate change deniers. Exxon helped found and fund groups such 
as the Competitive Enterprise Institute and the Heartland Institute, 
which puts up billboards comparing climate scientists to serial killers. 
Between 2000 and 2016, the fossil fuel industry spent more than $2 
billion, more than ten times as much as was spent by environmental 
groups, to defeat climate change legislation. 

Every time I see an ad by BP or ExxonMobil championing their 
green energy policies, I can barely contain my anger. Because this 
deserves to be stressed: when global climate change became a public 
issue in the 1980s, we could have made massive progress on solving 
it. Instead, the fossil fuel giants and their political lackeys created 
a massive lie to thwart finding any solution. Since then, our carbon 
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emissions have skyrocketed, turning a serious problem into something 
that now puts the entire global ecosystem and the future of its species 
at risk. For the past thirty years, instead of reducing our emissions and 
finding solutions, we have been producing carbon dioxide at mind- 
numbing levels and have wasted our time and energy in a debate 
about whether or not global warming is a hoax—and, as climatologist 
Bill McKibben effectively screams in his writing, it was “a debate in 
which both sides knew the answer from the beginning.” 

Ihave a Calvin and Hobbes comic strips from 1989 in which Calvin 
is freaking out to his mom when he hears about the greenhouse effect 
for the first time. He shouts, “Sure, you’ ll be gone when it happens, but 
I won’t! Nice planet you’re leaving me!” The mom responds, “This 
from the kid who wants to be chauffeured any place more than a block 
away.” If we had addressed the issue when that comic strip came out, 
we would have avoided global warming. Sure, we can blame the fossil 
fuel bastards for their criminally deceitful denial campaign, but I read 
that comic strip and I was pretty sure the greenhouse effect was real. 
But like Calvin, I didn’t really change how I lived my life. And with 
that, I became part of the problem. 

In fact, more than half of humanity’s carbon emissions have 
been produced since the publication of that comic strip. Let this fact 
sit with you for a second: since we all realized our carbon emissions 
were causing catastrophic climate change, we’ve actually produced 
more emissions than in the entire history of humankind before then. 
More than half of all the greenhouse gases emitted since the start 
of the Industrial Revolution have been generated by our burning 
of fossil fuels since the release of Bad Religion’s Suffer and Naked 
Raygun’s Jettison. 

So, ifyou’re looking for another reason to hate your parents, global 
climate change is pretty much the creation of a single generation. If 
your parents had been able to keep their emissions at the level they 
were when they were born, we wouldn’t have the terrifying future that 
we do. But aim some of that hatred at yourself too, because you’ve 
undoubtedly contributed to this situation. Global climate change is our 
creation. And we’re still creating it. We’ve raised the concentration of 
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carbon dioxide in the atmosphere to over 400 parts per million over 
the past two hundred years. But if we maintain our present trajectory, 
we are well on our way to 700 parts per million or more. 


TWO DEGREES OF WARMING? FUCK THAT LIE. 


When world leaders came together to sign the 1997 Kyoto Protocol, 
the hope was to avoid a 2-degree Celsius (3.6 degrees Fahrenheit) 
warming by voluntarily curbing carbon emissions. But the agreement 
had no teeth and accomplished nothing. Two decades after Kyoto, we 
produced more emissions than in the two decades beforehand. When 
world leaders met to negotiate the 2015 Paris Climate Accords, two 
degrees of warming had become the best-case scenario. Why are we 
talking about two degrees? Because that is generally considered a 
tipping point for climate change, virtually guaranteeing the collapse 
of the planet’s ice sheets and flooding on a massive scale. 

But there is almost no chance in hell that we will get only 
two degrees of warming. The UN’s IPCC most recent report (and 
remember, they are a cautious, conservative group) predicts that we 
are likely to get about 3.2 degrees of warming, but only if we are able 
to take action soon. Let me stress this: Jf we are able to following all 
of the commitments made in the Paris Accord, the best-case scenario 
is a warming of 3.2 degrees by the end of the century, which is well 





above what scientists predict will cause catastrophic impacts on the 
climate and society. 

So, the good news is that we are currently looking at a three-to- 
four degree warming with catastrophic consequences, if we’re able 
to slash our emissions. Let’s set aside the fact that it is now clear that 
past predictions were overly-cautious and the shit is hitting the fans 
a lot faster than predicted. The real problem is that these best-case 
predictions rest on the assumption that we’ll slash our emissions. But 
we’re not. We’re increasing our emissions at a stunning rate. We’re 
gonna blow pass that two-degree threshold and are heading towards a 
four-degree warming, with no apparent plan at stopping there. 


WHO THE FUCK CARES ABOUT A FEW DEGREES? 


What’s the big deal between a degree or two? Scientists agree that just 
one degree Celsius of warming will produce a 25-30 percent increase 
in Category 4 and 5 hurricanes. According to the rather conservative 
IPCC, the difference between 1.5 degree warming and 2 degree 
warming is the likely death of hundreds of millions of people, 150 
million killed from air pollution alone. You may well be one of them. 

But let’s draw out some scenarios about what’s at stake. A two- 
degree warming will cause the ice sheets to collapse, the sea levels 
to rise, 400 million more people will suffer water scarcity, equatorial 
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cities will become unlivable while heat waves in the northern 
hemisphere will kill thousands every summer. Remember, this was 
our best-case scenario that is now out of reach. 

At three degrees, we’re talking about constant droughts across 
much of the currently inhabitable earth, with widespread wildfires. 
As humanity, we would experience suffering beyond anything we’ve 
witnessed before. And that’s what we were looking at a few years ago, 
if we had been able to act decisively. 

At four degrees, we can expect global crop failures and permanent 
food crisis, coupled with widespread diseases, and further increases 
in flooding and droughts. A normal summer in North America will be 
similar to the 2003 heat wave that killed 2,000 Europeans a day. 

At five and six degrees, whole parts of the globe become 
uninhabitable for humans and we’re having honest conversations 
about the extinction of the human species. At seven degrees, in much 
of the world the human body would literally be cooked to death from 
both inside and out within a few hours. 

I’m not trying to scare you with the worst-case scenario. Eight 
degrees is a serious possibility. But the conservative IPCC currently 
offers a median prediction of over four degrees, if we continue along 
our current path. Some models suggest a one-in-three chance that we’ ll 
experience a rise of five degrees or more. Whatever number we hit 
depends upon what we, as humanity, decide to do right now. There’s no 
more kicking the can down the road. What we decide in the next decade 
or two literally determines the fate of the world. As David Wallace- 
Wells observes in his excellent book The Uninhabitable Earth, “if we 
do nothing about carbon emissions, if the next thirty years of industrial 
activity trace the same arc upward as the last thirty years have, whole 
regions will become unlivable by any standard we have today as soon 
as the end of this century” (Wallace-Wells 2019, 15). 


IT’S FUCKING HERE ALREADY 


Global climate change isn’t waiting for us around the corner. It’s 
here already. The evidence is right in front of our eyes. Since 1980, the 
planet has experienced a fiftyfold increase in the number of dangerous 
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heat waves. Today, pollution kills nine million people a year, far more 
than AIDS, malaria, TB, and warfare combined. Rates of flooding have 
quadrupled since 1980 and doubled since just 2004. Crop yields are 
already stagnating globally, but as temperatures continue to rise, crop 
yields for corn and wheat are going to start dropping dramatically. 

We’re already damaging our oceans with overfishing (since 1950, 
we’ ve wiped out perhaps 90 percent of the big fish in the ocean) and 
poisons (from plastics to fertilizers), but our carbon emissions are 
making things far worse. Consider this: as our earth heats up, about 
93 percent of the extra heat goes into the seas. The deep seas are 
currently warming about nine times faster than they did in previous 
decades. The Great Barrier Reef is rapidly being killed off. It’ll all 
be gone in your lifetime. For real. All of the world’s coral reefs are 
predicted to be gone by 2050. 

The world is already dealing with millions of climate refugees. 
22 million since 2008, though it’s hard to get accurate numbers. 
Sometimes the climate is the clear cause (like refugees fleeing the 
destruction of a hurricane) but often it is just one of many contributing 
factors. It is likely that we will see at least 200 million climate refugees 
by 2050 (though, some experts put the estimate closer to a billion). 
Building fences and walls won’t stop the flow of climate refugees and 
it certainly won’t address the cause of the problem. 

Already, climate change is costing the U.S. economy about $240 
billion/year and the world $1.2 trillion/year. That’s nothing compared 
to what it’s going to be very, very soon. This morning I read how 
Key West must raise their roads to compensate for the rising oceans, 
but they simply can’t afford to raise them all, so vast sections of the 
islands and their developments will have to be sacrificed. 

We now are living in the “Anthropocene” era, the term people have 
come up with to reflect the unprecedented change in the continued 
livability of planet earth caused by humans. This is the first time in 
geological history that a species has irrevocably altered the planet. We are 
a destructive geologic force just by the way we go about our daily lives. 

Make no mistake; we are currently witnessing a global mass 
extinction of our own making. As I said, there have been five mass 
extinctions on the planet so far in geological history. You are now 
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living in, and causing, the sixth. Under normal conditions, experts 
expect a certain amount of species die-off, what they call the 
“background extinction rate” where one species disappears every 
seven hundred years and one amphibian species every thousand years 
or so. Currently, amphibians are going extinct at a rate as much as 
45,000 ties higher than at the background rate. Fifty-two percent of 
the planet’s species went extinct between 1970 and 2010. Did you just 
shudder? If not, go back and read that sentence again. 

We can longer meaningfully use the phrase “based on past history” 
because the planet we have now is essentially a different planet than 
it was before, or will be in the very near future. There is no longer a 
static baseline upon which to base our predictions. 


WHAT YOU CAN FUCKING EXPECT IN NEAR FUTURE 


Most of the scientific debate isn’t about what is going to happen, but 
rather about when and how. Predictions are difficult because it’s hard to 
calculate cascading effects and feedback loops. Cascading effects are 
when one thing triggers or speeds up the process of other effects, like 
rising oceans increasing the weight on the earth’s crust which causes an 
increase in volcanoes and earthquakes, which trigger other crises, and 
so on. Feedback loops are when our responses to a problem exacerbate 
that problem, which leads to an increase in the response, causing things 
to spiral. For example, rising temperatures will undoubtedly lead to the 
running of more air conditioners, which puts more greenhouse gases 
in the atmosphere, which will make things hotter, which leads to more 
ACs and more emissions, and on and on. 

But even though they debate the when and how, climate scientists 
are pretty sure what we can expect as the world warms. Here are a few 
of the things that keep me up at night. 





Ice reflects the sun’s rays back out to space. Seawater absorbs the 
sun’s heat. So when the Arctic ice melts, not only does the sea level 
rise, but what once reflected now absorbs, making things progressively 
warmer. That’s a fucking doozy of a feedback loop. 

As the permafrost melts, it will release untold amounts of trapped 
methane and carbon dioxide into the atmosphere, causing even more 
warming. We don’t know how much is trapped in the permafrost, but 
we know it is pretty significant. You know what else is trapped in the 
permafrost? Bacteria and viruses. In 2016, as the Siberian permafrost 
melted, an anthrax-infested reindeer carcass thawed and infected 
2,000 reindeer as well as local humans, including a twelve-year-old 
boy who died. Get used to stories like that. There are vast amounts of 
microbes and viruses trapped in the permafrost, including the plague 
and ones humans probably haven’t encountered in millennia, and they 
are going to be released as the ice melts. 

The tropical regions of the planet will get ridiculously hotter. Areas 
that currently have one day of truly oppressive heat a year can expect 
100 to 250 such days annually by 2070. And it will get increasingly 
worse. By the end of the century, the World Bank estimates the coolest 
months in tropical regions will be hotter than our current warmest 
months. Remember that our response will probably be to run our ACs 
more, which already account for ten percent of the global electricity 
consumption, creating a diabolical feedback loop. 

Arid areas of the planet are going to get more dry and droughty. 
Even if it we manage to peak at 2 degrees of warming, a quarter of 
the earth can expect serious drought and desertification. The basic 
rule of thumb for cereal crops is that with every degree of warming 
yields decrease by ten percent. So, if estimates about century’s end 
are correct, we will have as many as fifty percent more people to feed 
with fifty percent less grain. At a 2.5 degree warming, droughts and 
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heat will result in a global food deficit where humanity needs more 
calories than we can actually produce. 

As some of you readers well know, droughts and water crises are 
already regular occurrences. In 2018, Cape Town, South Africa came 
ridiculously close to running out of water as a drought dried up its 
water reserves. It’I| happen again and they probably won’t be so lucky 
next time. Across the globe, lakes are drying up. The Aral Sea, once 
one of the world’s largest lakes, has lost over ninety percent of its 
volume in recent decades. Go find Lake Chad on a map of Africa. That 
map fucking lies. It pretty much isn’t there anymore and I’ve fucking 
watched it disappear in my lifetime. Shit, go drive out to Lake Mead 
in Nevada and see how things are faring there. 

Speaking of water, let me just point out that, because oceans 
make up seventy percent of the earth’s surface, they are doing some 
heavy lifting in dealing with our carbon emissions. About a quarter of 
greenhouse gases are sucked up by the oceans and, for the past several 
decades, they have absorbed about ninety percent of the excess heat 
caused by global warming. As our emissions have skyrocketed in 
recent years, so have these figures. Today’s oceans are carrying at 
least fifteen percent more heat than they did in 2000. We understand 
so little about oceanic life, so scientists don’t have a detailed picture 
of what is happening. But what we do know freaks me the fuck out. 
We’re causing mass extinction of aquatic life. I’ll be honest, I actively 
avoid reading about what is happening to our oceans because it’s too 
depressing, even for me. 

One of the ironies of climate change is that, as the dry areas of 
the planet get drier, the wet areas are going to get a lot wetter with 
rain deluges and regular massive floods. According to projections, we 
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should expect to lose at least two percent of the planet’s land area to 
rising sea levels caused by melting ice. That might not sound like 
much, but that two percent is home to over ten percent of the world’s 
population and generates ten percent of the gross world product. Well, 
that was the assumption anyway. Turns out shit is gonna be way worse. 
According to a recent (Oct. 2019) report by the science organization 
Climate Central, the loss of land will likely be about three times 
worse, with rising seas erasing many of the world’s great coastal cities 
by 2050, putting hundreds of million people below the high-tide line. 
Unless substantial seawalls are erected, Southern Vietnam is likely to 
disappear, as will Alexandria, Mumbai, Bangkok, and Miami. 

Barring a sudden global reduction of emissions, sea levels 
will likely rise somewhere between four and eight feet by 2100. 
Catastrophic flooding will be the new norm for a significant portion 
of the world’s population. The New York Academy of Sciences 
estimates that Los Angeles will need to spend as much as $6.4 billion 
to fortify itself against impending coastal flooding. I keep talking 
about the end of the century as a benchmark, but please realize that 
things aren’t going to suddenly stop then. Sea levels will continue 
to rise. If we’re truly heading to a four-degree warming, it is worth 
remembering that the last time the earth was that warm, there was 
no ice on either pole and the oceans were 260 feet higher than they 
are now. That may seem like an absurdly unlikely scenario, but 
greenhouse gases work on an incredibly long timescale. We’re at the 
beginning of a long process of a changing climate and a changing 
earth. As David Wallace-Wells observes, “The 260-foot rise is, 
ultimately, the ceiling—but it’s a pretty good bet that we will get 
there eventually.” 
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I know that many Razorcake readers live in and around L.A., so 
rising sea levels might not seem as urgent as wildfires. Each year, 
we’re breaking records for the number, size, and destructive intensity 
of wildfires in the U.S., as well as in other parts of the world. Yes, the 
current fires in the Amazon rainforest are likely caused by developers 
taking advantage of the neofascist government now in power in 
Brazil, but climate change is a contributing force for most of the fires 
breaking out across the globe. 

Every year brings levels of wildfires that we once thought were 
unimaginable, but in a decade we’ Il be fondly remembering the fires of 
today as the “good old days,” because shit is about to get a lot worse. 
Wildfires in the U.S. alone burn twice more land today than they did 
in 1970 and those levels will likely double again by 2050. We’re 
experiencing astonishingly high levels of regular and destructive 
forest fires across the globe, across the increasingly hot equatorial but 
also throughout the Arctic Circle, from Sweden to Siberia. As I write 
this, there is a massive wildfire thirty-seven miles wide just outside 
of Sydney, Australia. And their annual bushfire season hasn’t even 
begun yet. 

Yes, forest fires are horrible in and of themselves. But let me 
remind you that forests are one of the most important natural tools 
we have for combating climate change. We refer to them as “carbon 
sinks” because they draw carbon dioxide out of the atmosphere. But 
when the forests burn, they unleash all of that stored gas back into the 
atmosphere. Not only are we losing our carbon sinks, we’re turning 
them into carbon sources. That creates a feedback loop that speeds up 
climate change and makes it harder to combat. The cascading chaos 
that wildfires unleash causes me ulcers. 


THE GOOD NEWS 


Sorry, but there isn’t any good news. Except that, in the long haul, 
the earth will be fine. We live on an incredibly resilient planet. The 
problem is, the current inhabitants of that planet, including us, aren’t 
as resilient. As we’re discovering, the planet’s flora and fauna can’t 
evolve fast enough to keep up with the speed with which we’re altering 
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the climate. As the Sixth Great Mass Extinction unfolds around us, we 
can only hope that we’re not one of the species our own actions have 
doomed to the dustbin of history. 

That raises the issue of adaptation and mitigation. Mitigation 
refers to the actions needed to reduce or eliminate the greenhouse 
gas emissions causing global climate change. Adaptation refers to the 
actions we need to take to survive the changes taking place. Or, to 
think about it another way, mitigation deals with the causes of climate 
change while adaptation deals with its impacts. We’re past the point of 
debating whether climate change is real or not, or even if we can avoid 
it. We now in the realm of mitigation and adaptation, and we need to 
do both. Immediately. 

But yet another of the painful ironies of climate change is that the 
most horrific effects will hit those least able to respond, and are the least 
responsible for the problem in the first place. The wealthy countries of 
Europe and North America have generated most of the carbon emissions 
so far (though China and India are playing their part now as well). Yet 
it will be the world’s poorest countries (along with Australia) that will 
warm the most. And at the individual level, the wealthiest among us will 
have the resources and opportunities to better adapt to climate change. 
Well, up to a point. They might be able to buy bigger ACs, flood-plain 
insurance, and beach houses on stilts. But they will still suffer droughts, 
flooding, wildfires, pollution, and disease. 

One of the ways to mitigate climate change is to switch to green, 
renewable energy. In fact, we’ve made enormous strides in green 
energy. Over the last 25 years, the cost per unit of renewable energy 
has fallen dramatically. For example, solar energy costs have fallen 
more than 80 percent in just the last decade. But during those last 25 
years, the proportion of global energy use derived from renewables has 
not budged. That’s because we’re using more of all types of energy. 
We haven’t retired dirty energy sources, like coal-fired plants, and 
replaced them with clean ones. We’ve merely added the new greener 
energy sources alongside the old ones. We are now burning 80 percent 
more coal than we were in 2000, That’s fucking suicide. 

And part of the reason is political. In the U.S., traditional utility 
companies and Republican politicians have been actively thwarting 
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the move to renewables. For example, the Arizona utilities started 
charging customers who used solar panels ridiculously high fees in a 
transparent attempt to undermine the development of the solar power 
industry (in sunny Arizona, for fuck’s sake), and they succeeded. 
I could rattle off numerous examples of the ways politicians have 
been roadblocks to mitigation and adaptation. Democrats are 
definitely complicit, but Republicans are the only major political 
party in the world that denies human-made climate change. But 
know that things under Trump have gotten so much worse, with 
rollbacks of regulations left and right. If you were trying to speed up 
climate change, you’d have a hard time dreaming up anything more 
effective than the Trump Administration. 


SO WHAT THE FUCK CAN | DO? 


We can’t avoid a 2-degree warming at this point. But we can 
stop our emissions right now. We could have back in the 1980s. 
We’re not waiting around for some miracle technology to save us. 
As David Wallace-Wells writes in the Uninhabitable Planet, “we 
have all the tools we need, today, to stop it all: a carbon tax and the 
political apparatus to aggressively phase out dirty energy; a new 
approach to agricultural practices and a shift away from beef and 
dairy in the global diet; and public investment in green energy and 
carbon capture” (2019: 226-7). What we’re lacking is the political 
will to do anything. 

There are a lot of things you andI can do. Stop relying on destructive 
fossil-fuel forms of transportation. Cars and trucks produce roughly a 
fifth of the world’s greenhouse gases. If you have to drive a car, switch 
to a hybrid or, even better, an electric vehicle (I’ve got one; they’re 
dope as hell). Do a better job making sure you’re not wasting heat in 
your home. Seventy percent of the energy produced globally is lost as 
waste heat. We can fix that. Start eating a more vegan or vegetarian 
diet. If not at every meal, how about a few times a week? At the very 
least, don’t be so wasteful with your food. Americans reportedly 
waste a quarter of their food, which means the carbon footprint for 
the average meal is a third larger than it need be. We can do better. 
In fact, if the average American just adopted a lifestyle equivalent to 
the average European lifestyle, this country’s carbon emissions would 
fall by more than half. We don’t have to turn our back on our modern 
lifestyles, we just have to do better about the choices we are making. 
These are things we can do, and we should be doing. 

But it won’t make much difference. 

Yes, we need to be more responsible about our actions, but you 
and I aren’t the major problem. Nothing will change if everyone 
who reads this article suddenly goes carbon neutral. Campaigns 
telling you and me to “go green” deflect attention from where the 
problem really resides: on the world’s big corporations wreaking 
havoc on our environment and world leaders utterly failing to do 
anything meaningful. We should be holding the big corporations 
in the fossil fuel, fashion, automobile, and technology industries, 
just to name a few, responsible for their massive carbon emissions. 
Dude, currency mining such as Bitcoin consumes more electricity 
than the entire country of the Netherlands. Not only is that deeply 
fucked up, but so is the fact that it wouldn’t take much to eliminate 
the Bitcoin footprint entirely. 

It’s not only that our politicians refuse to hold the corporate 
fuckers responsible, but their policies make it worse. Wanna reason to 
punch a wall? Globally, we subsidize the fossil fuel industry around 
$5 trillion every year. Just imagine if we stopped those subsidies and 
redirected them towards renewable energy sources. We should be 
demanding that. 

Nothing is going to change until, at the very least, we can make 
utility-scale renewable energy cheaper than coal and oil (which our 
global energy and transportation systems rely on, respectively). We 
can do that by making renewables cheaper, or by making coal, natural 
gas, and oil more expensive, or both. Again, we have all the tools we 
need right now. What is lacking is the political will to decarbonize 





the global economy and transform our entire global energy and 
transportation systems. And that is what it is going to take. The 
creation of a new economy, a new way of being. 


FUCK DUDE, GIVE ME SOME HOPE 


I’m not gonna lie, I get incapacitated by eco-grief on a regular 
basis. It is well-known that when I talk to my students about climate 
change, I get so emotional I regularly start to cry. But fuck it, tears 
are an honest and appropriate response to what we are facing. But 
what we’re experiencing right now—record-breaking floods, heat 
waves, forest fires, and hurricanes—is not a glimpse of our future. 
We’re not going to be that lucky because it will never be this good 
again. Even if we could stop our carbon emissions right now, it’s 
still going to get worse. 

So what gives me hope? Greta Thunberg gives me hope every 
fucking day. Fearless indigenous activists such as the #NoDAPL 
youth give me hope. The school kids who join me and my own kids 
at climate rallies give me hope. My conservative Republican students 
who get angry that their GOP leaders are so brain dead about climate 
change give me hope. My relatives who became vegetarian and now 
drive a hybrid give me hope. 

Yeah, individual actions are not enough, but collectively we can 
push the needle in the right direction and start changing cultures. 
Yeah, we’ve already fucked up the planet. But my friend Simon 
Dalby, who has been thinking and writing about these things longer 
than I have, always reminds me that there is no use wasting time 
and energy on what has already been lost. There’s too much to do 
right now. And there are positive developments occurring. A few 
months ago, Amazon announced that it was buying 100,000 electric 
vehicles as part of their commitment to become carbon neutral 
by 2040. That is the largest purchase of light-duty EVs ever and 
represents a major turning point that will bring costs down, improve 
the technology, and transform the EV market. Why did Amazon do 
that? Because their workers were threatening to walk off the job for 
the Global Climate Strike unless the company finally made some 
serious commitments. Yes, Amazon and CEO Jeff Bezos could do a 
lot more. But this is a major step in the right direction, and it came 
about through labor pressure. Let’s celebrate our victories, however 
small, and strive for more. 


We can do this. We have to. No, I’m 
fucking serious. We. Have. To. 


List of recommended books 


David Wallace-Wells, The Uninhabitable Earth (2019). The best big- 
picture snapshot if you're only going to read one book. 

James Hansen, Storms of My Grandchildren (2009). Hansen was the 
NASA scientist who pushed global climate change onto the public 
scene in the 1980s. 

Elizabeth Kolbert, The Sixth Extinction (2014). If you're worried about 
the loss of biodiversity, this is a must. 

Nathaniel Rich, Losing Earth (2019). The story of how we lost three 
decades due to the greed and lies of the fossil fuel industry. 

Gernot Wagner, But Will the Planet Notice? (2011). An economist 
explains why driving a hybrid, while important, wont make enough of 
a difference. It takes all of us acting together for the planet to notice. 
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Andy Garcia 
1. Dayglo: The Poly 
Styrene Story (book) 
2. Subhumans, Crisis Point LP 
3. Ugly, Covered in Red CS 
4. Alien Nosejob, Suddenly 
Everything Is Twice as Loud LP 
5. Crybaby, demo 


Anthony Mehlhaff 
1. Fucked And Bound, “Suffrage” 
2. Melted Bodies, “Club Anxious” 
3. Shit Coffins, “Termination” 
4. Shred Bundy, “Promo Single” 
5. Midnight, 
“Rebirth of Blasphemy” 


Aphid Peewit 
+ Anti-Nowhere League: We Are 
the League (DVD+CD) 
° Scream with Me: The Enduring 
Legacy of the Misfits by Jeremy 
Dean and Tom Bejgrowicz (book) 
* Melvins / Flipper, Split CD 
¢ Subhumans, Crisis Point LP 
* What Is Post-Modern 
Conservatism by Matthew 
McManus (book) 


Art Ettinger 
¢ The Globs, The Weird and 
Wonderful World of the Globs LP 
* The Templars, 

1118-1312 12” EP 2020 reissue 

¢ The Microbials, No Retreat 

* Raging Nathans / Dead Bars, 
Split 7” 

* Fairytale, 2 Track Tour Flexi 7” 


Bill Pinkel 
¢ Dark Thoughts, Must Be Nice LP 
* Cavemen, Night After Night LP 
* Midnite Snaxxx, Music Inside LP 
* Laika’s Orbit, Chosen No Ones LP 
* Xetas, The Cypher LP 


Chad Williams 
* Midnight, Rebirth by Blasphemy LP 
* D.O.A., 1978 LP comp 










¢ Sloppy Seconds, Endless 
Bummer LP reissue 
* Chubby & The Gang, 

Speed Kills LP 

¢ Charger, Watch Your Back 12” 


Chris Mason 
1. Mr. Wrong, Create a Place 
2. Pleasure Leftists, The Gate 
3. Chain Cult, Shallow Grave 
4. The Whiffs, Another Whiff 
5. TV Crime, Metal Town 


Chris Terry 
¢ Platinum Boys, 
Raw Romance LP 
¢ Jumpstarted Plowhards, 
Round One CD 
* Mdou Moctar, 
Ilana (The Creator) LP 
* Alice Coltrane, World 
Spirituality Classics 1: The 
Ecstatic Music of Alice Coltrane 
Turivasangitananda LP 
* Chubby & The Gang, 
Speed Kills LP 


Craven Rock 
1. Revisiting The Whistling Song 
by Stephen Beachy and the four- 
leaf clover someone tossed in it 
while I was reading before running 
away (it’s a very magical book) 
2. Despite Everything: 
A Cometbus Omnibus 
by Aaron Cometbus 
3. The Golliwogs, Fight Fire: 
The Complete Recordings 1964- 
1967 LP (Creedence before they 
were Creedence) 
4. Another Day of Life (movie) 
5. Hidden Spots, 
New Me/New You LP 


Daryl Gussin 
* Notches, New Kind of Love LP 
¢ Partial Traces, 
Low Definitions LP 
* The Missed, Self-titled 7” 
¢ K. Campbell, “Chords Come 
Easy” b/w “Static Threads” CS 


Punk or not? 


A six-year-old telling me 








¢ Burning through ten U.K. cities 
in ten days in the name of DIY, 
zines, and the secular appreciation 
of centuries-old cathedrals. Thingo 
was played, Doom Bar was drank, 
vegan haggis was eaten. Endless 
thanks to everyone helped out 
along the way, and my absolute 
rocks of tourmates: Donna, Emma, 
and Mycul. 


Deb Frazin 
1. The mind-blowing bacon 
cheeseburger I ate at Rick’s in 
Silverlake 
2. WURM, Fur Dixon, 
Slaughterhouse, and Otniel Y 
Los Condors at Save Music In 
Chinatown 
3. The bad-ass Slaughterhouse 
T-shirt I bought at their show at 
The Moroccan 
4. M80, Apathy EP 
5. The delicious orange-infused 
IPA by 21st Amendment 
Brewery (incredible)! 


Designated Dale 
Top 5 Classic Comedy Go-Tos 
« Lenny Bruce, Thank You Mask 
Man (animated short film) 
* Don Rickles, Hello Dummy! LP 
* Cheech & Chong, Big Bambi LP 
¢ Paul Mooney, Race LP 
* Dave Chappelle, Chappelle s 
Show (any and all seasons) 


Donna Ramone 
Top 5 Moments of the Razorcake 
U.K. Reading Tour 
1. Spending time with friends, 
new and old. With love and 
camaraderie to Emma, Mycul, 
Graeme, Erica, Nathan, Hannah, 
James, Derrick, and everyone 
else. You’re all doing incredible, 
important things. 
2. THINGO. 
3. Annoying everyone by 
reminiscing about the Best 
Summer of Our Lives (2003)™, 
with Emma. Now we have the 
Best Winter of Our Lives (2020) 
to forever look back on. 


unknown trivia about the Ramones. 


4. Discovering Mycul was also 
a total goth weenie and making 
everyone else go with us to 
every single graveyard. Mostly 
to take photos. 

5. Seeing a vampire. And a unicorn. 
And Dary] talking with me for five 
hours. I swear to glob all of these 
things actually happened. 





Eric Baskauskas 
1. Man-Eaters, Gentle Ballads for 
the Simple Soul 
2. Tubeway Army, Self-titled 
3. Angel Olsen, A// Mirrors 
4. Sam Ryser, 
Welcome to Dripper World (book) 
5. Chubby & The Gang, 
Speed Kills 


James Spooner 
* Cheyenne Sol Nova 
(tattoo machine) 
* Replay by Ken Grimwood 
¢ “Los Frikis” episode of 
RadioLab podcast 
* @Poc_punk Instagram page 
* Frail, Make Your Own Noise 
discography 


Jimmy Alvarado 
« Armando Alvarado 1955-2020. 
Thanks for being my big brother. 
* Muffs, No Holiday 2 x LP 
* Fitness Womxn, 
New Age Record LP 
¢ Lot Lizard, Self-titled LP 
* Beltones, Cheap Trinkets LP 


Joe Dana 
1. Razorcake Hearts Drinking 
Beer and Listening to Records had 
its third annual chili cook off at 
Footsies in January. 
2. Blaire Wesson was our grand 
prize winner. Jennifer Vela was 
our people’s choice. Rory Roach 
was our second place. 
3. We had celebrity judges: 
DJ Teddyboi Bloom, Ronnie 
Barnett from the Muffs, and Desi 
Jedeikin from the Hollywood 
Crime Scene podcasts 
4. Our fantastic vinyl-only DJs 
were Juan 38, DJ Little D, and 
Dumbag Daryl. 








5. We have our Razorcake Happy 
Hour at Footsies the second 
Saturday of every month at 
Footsies. If you’re coming to the 
L.A. area, please join us for punk 
rock and good times. Would love 
to meet you! 


Juan Espinosa 
* Powerplant, People of the Sun LP 
* Vacancy, Self-titled EP 
* Rata Negra, La Hija del 
Sepulturero 7” 
* Statues, 
Same Bodies, Same Faces 7” 
¢ 30 Rock TV series, Seasons 1-4 


Kayla Greet 
¢ Seattle Pop Punk Fest day 3: 
Seeing The Ergs! for the first time 
while they played all of upstairs/ 
downstairs and then some! 
* Seattle Pop Punk Fest day 2: 
Dead Bars as an eight-piece 
band! Low Culture! Choke The 
Pope! Sicko! 
¢ The Damage Done, Beverly 
Crusher, and Item Finder at The 
Kraken, Seattle 
* Pop Punk Dim Sum with Sicko 
and Art Ettinger! 
* Every show I saw, or pinball 
machine I played with Lenny 
Jackson, as well as every time I 
saw Black Breath play, or lost a 
game of pinball to Elijah “ELF” 
Nelson. I love and miss them both 
terribly. Rest in power dudes. \m/ 


Kevin Dunn 
1. More Kicks, Self-titled 
2. Curtis Mayfield, Roots 
3. Sarchasm, We Covered Nirvana 
So You Dont Have To EP 
4. Raging Nathans / Dead Bars, 
Split EP 
5. Down And Outs, Keep Walking 


Kurt Morris 
1. Drug Church, Cheer 
2. Pedro The Lion, Phoenix 
3. Bremer/McCoy, Forsvinder 
4, Bremer/McCoy, Utopia 
5. Dinosaur Jr., J Bet on Sky 


Liz Jones 
Punk or Not? 
* Putting a hold on every movie 
labeled “punk” at the library. 
* Giving the nod to the other freak 
at the copy shop. 


My grandparents putting my 
record on display in their bedroom. 
¢ A six-year-old telling me 
unknown trivia about the Ramones. 
+ Paying a professional for a stick 
and poke tattoo. 


Mark Twistworthy 
* Bauwaves, U R Everything LP 
* Bauwaves, U R Everything LP 
* Bauwaves, U R Everything LP 
¢ Bauwaves, U R Everything LP 
* Bauwaves, U R Everything LP 


Martin Wong 
1. WURM, Fur Dixon, 
Slaughterhouse, and Otniel Y 
Los Condors at Save Music in 
Chinatown 20. First show for 
Chuck Dukowski’s pre-Black 
Flag band since 1985! Surprise 
appearance by The Linda Lindas 
backing up the ex-Cramp! Two of 
my favorite new bands! 
2. Thelonious Monster and The 
Bicycle Thief at a house show, 
Dengue Fever on a rooftop. 
3. Family trip to Athens, Greece. 
4. The third Legends of the Condor 
Heroes book getting translated 
into English. 
5. Linda Lindas recording their 
first original song, playing at the 
Center for the Arts Eagle Rock, 
setting up a spring tour... 


Mike Faloon 
1. Jaimie Branch, Fly or Die IJ LP 
2. Kris Davis, Diatom Ribbons CD 
3. David Kilgour, 
Bobbie's a Girl CD 
4. Junius Paul, Jsm 2 x LP 
5. The World, Reddish 12” EP 


Mike Fournier 
¢ Exmaid, Sorcery LP 
* Xetas, The Cypher LP 
* The Bedrooms, 
Passive Viewing LP 
* Todd Dills, Shining Man (book) 
* Dave Newman, East Pittsburgh 
Downlow (book) 


Mike Frame 
* Drive By Truckers, 
The Unraveling 
* Chris Knight, live in Denver 
* The L Word: Generation Q series 
* Ghostsong Elegy, 
live in Rapid City 
* Poison Boys, Poppin’ Eyes 7” 


Paul Comeau 
1. Don Chicharron, “Valle” b/w “En 
La Gruta Del Rey de la Montafia” 7” 
2. Kontakta, Life in a Cage 7” 
3. First In Line, Wake Up! CD 
4. Cavexrage, J Believe In... CS 
5. Jack Acid, “Gutless” 
b/w “Lo-Hi” 7” 


Paul Silver 
1. Dillinger Four 25th Anniversary 
show, with Pegboy, The 
Brokedowns, and Partial Traces at 
First Avenue, Minneapolis 
2. Vagabonnies Roadshow 
(Stacey Dee, Jennie Cotterill, Jen 
Carlson, Jen Johnson, Jen Razavi, 
Michelle Beebs, Brandie Posey) 
at Amplified Eat Village’s Acid 
Vault, San Diego 
3. Personality Cult, 
New Arrows LP 
4. Stay Out, Always Late LP 
5. Guerilla Poubelle, L’Ennui LP 


Rene Navarro 
1. Thirsty Thursdays Presented by 
The Dollar Boys 
2. Teaching Brazilian Jiu Jitsu 
3. Free Razorcake punk shows 
in L.A. 
4, Big Country 
5. Sonido Del Valle, record store 


Rev. Norb 
¢ Midnight Snaxxx, 
Music Inside LP 
* Crime, San Francisco's First and 
Only Rock’n’Roll Band: Live 1978 
2x45/DVD 
¢ Whiffs, Another Whiff LP 
* EPHS, No Riots CS 
* Revillos, 
Compendium of Weird LP 


Rich Cocksedge 
* Dealing With Damage, 
Ask the Questions CD 
* Rata Negra, La Hija del 
Sepulturero T°EP (Thank you 
Juan Espinosa!) 
¢ Pogendroblem, Erziehung zur 
Miidigkeit LP 
¢ Scarecrow, Revenge 7”EP 
¢ Soakie, Self-titled 12” 


Rick V. 
1. ISS, Alles 3rd Gut LP 
2. Subhumans, Crisis Point LP 
3. Razorcake Podcast #664 with 
Rene Navarro 


4. The Julie Ruin, Hit Reset LP 
5. Finding out the 2001 arcade 
game Zupapa! is out on Switch/PS4 


Ryan Nichols 
1. Castaic 
2. Soft Kill 
3. Elephant Rifle at Gold Diggers, 
Hollywood, Calif. 
4. Strange Cures 
by Rob Zabrecky (book) 
5. Kitty Man 


Sean Koepenick 
Heavy Rotation 
1. The Ratz, After the Blackout 7” 
2. XxX Fanzine 1983-1988 by 
Mike Gitter, edited by Chris 
Wrenn (book) 
3. The Ultimate Hitchhiker s Guide 
to the Galaxy by Douglas Adams 
4.The Psychedelic Furs, Made of 
Rain (First new record in twenty- 
nine years!) 
5. Night Train 
by Thom Jones (book) 


Toby Tober 
Top 5 Movies I Have 
Recently Enjoyed 
1. The Motel Life 
2. For Sama 
3. The Man Who Saved the World 
4. The Transfiguration 
5. Midnight Family 


Todd Taylor 
¢ Partial Traces, 
Low Definitions LP 
* Notches, New Kind of Love LP 
¢ Eerie Family, Self-titled LP 
¢ Fuerza Bruta, Verdugo LP 
* Four-Year Depression by Billy 
McCall (book) 
*D.O.A., 1978 LP comp 


Ty Stranglehold 
1. Onionhouse 7” 
(RIP Dave del Castillo) 
2. Death Eyes LP 
(RIP Alberto Jurado) 
3. The Suitesixteen, Mine Would 
Be the Sun2 x LP 
4. Eerie Family, Self-titled LP 
5. Spermbirds, Go To Hell Then 
Turn Left LP 
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999: The Sharpest Cuts: LP 

Truth be told, I stopped paying 
attention to 999 by Concrete. Sure, 
I dug their first couple of albums 
but, like most of my young teenaged 
punker peers of the time, I’d fully 
embraced local hardcore and had little 
time for anything that wasn’t fast, 
angry, and witching walking distance 
to see. In short, there’s a big gap in my 
knowledge of anything they did past 
the point I—in my infinite teenage- 
dumbshit wisdom—dismissed them 
as going the “crap pop” route. Enter 
this, with its selection of songs culled 
from assorted European CD-only 
releases circa 1993-2007, to make me 
lament such youthful self-righteous 
folly. Each of its eleven tunes—every 
goddamned one—rivals the band’s 
best work during its “glory days”: 
potent Molotov draughts of snotty 
punk, disguised musical aptitude, 
and, yes, pop served flaming and 
essential. Tacked on for good measure 
are choice live renditions of “Boys 
in the Gang” and “Nasty Nasty” to 
lure in those still not convinced it’s 
worth the trip. Kudos to Joey Mad 
Parade for pulling together probably 
the best “best of’ album I’ve heard 
in decades and schoolin’ my ignorant 
ass, once again, that one should never 
simply dismiss the originators out of 
hand. —Jimmy Alvarado (Gutterwail, 
madparade.biz) 


ADRENALIN 0.D.: 

Cruising with Elvis in Bigfoot's 

UFO Millennium Edition: LP 

By the mid ’80s it appeared as if 
several of the defining American 
hardcore punk bands were growing 
tired of mindlessly playing fast and 
were coming up with new ways to 
reinvent their sound. Bands like DRI 
and Corrosion Of Conformity were 
some of the first to successfully 
integrate metal with thrash and coin 
the term “crossover” after DRI’s 
second album. New Jersey thrashers 
Adrenalin O.D. were one of the few 
bands that decided to go in an entirely 
different direction from their previous 
two albums of hyper speed hardcore. 
On Cruising with Elvis in Bigfoot's 
UFO AOD enlisted the production 
help of Daniel Rey who had just 
worked with the Ramones on their 
album 7oo Tough to Die. The resulting 
sound was in fact a lot more crisp and 
clear as opposed to their wall of noise 
guitar and reckless drumming on 
their previous two albums while still 
retaining the speed (“slowing down to 
fast from insanely fast”) and the humor 
(a cover of “Baby Elephant Walk” by 
Henry Mancini) that made their first 
two records classics. The album was 
so well produced in fact that the band 
remarks in the liner notes that they 
were extremely happy with the way 
everything turned out, particularly 
drummer Dave who says, “I was for 
once happy with my drum sound.” 
There’s a bonus live performance in 
1987 at none other than the Mecca of 
the west at the time, Gilman St. tagged 
on at the end of the album. Sound 
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quality notwithstanding, it’s a fun little 
six-song set of their patented frantic 
speed and tightness and showcases 
some of the humor they became 
known for: did you ever wonder what 
Darby Crash would sound like if he 
joined the Doobie Brothers? AOD can 
answer that for you. —Juan Espinosa 
(Beer City) 


AJJ: Good Luck Everybody: CD 

To be perfectly honest, I stopped 
paying attention to AJJ in 2007. Even 
when Shellshag opened for them last 
year, I left before AJJ played. Their 
lyrics are always really insightful and 
smart; I just am not easily grabbed 
by acoustic acts. This latest release 
strays away from the folk punk label 
so often thrust on any unplugged 
band. Instead, their songs are garagey 
and poppy. With all that in mind, I 
enjoyed this record and was happy 
to revisit this band. In particular, 
the track “Body Terror Song” is a 
standout. It deals with body image 
issues in a poppy and haunting sound. 
And look, AJJ is not just acoustic 
guitars and an incredibly distinct 
vocalist, Sean Bonnette. A litany of 
great musicians like Jeff Rosenstock, 
Kimya Dawson, and Laura Stevenson 
appear on this album as well, playing 
piano, keys, and xylophone amongst 
other instruments. I’ve been won 
over by this catchy record about how 
terrible the world can be. —Kayla 
Greet (Specialist Subject) 


AK-47: Undefeated: CD 

Victoria BC hardcore legends AK-47 
are back with another album packed 
with searing rage at the state of the 
world we live in. A staple of my local 
punk rock community for almost 
twenty-five years, a new AK album 


—Daryl 


Low Definition LP 


is always cause for celebration. Short 
songs with soaring guitars and heavy 
messages remain the band’s calling 
card but with a little more emphasis 
on the melodic side of things that 
harkens back to some of the members 
previous bands such as Hudson Mack 
and Section 46. The result is stunning. 
You still have classic AK (a nineteen 
second ode to our Prime Minister 
entitled “Smarmy Little Fuck” for 
instance), but with different facets 
that were only touched on here and 
there on previous albums. If you 
love fast, political hardcore played 
really well, you need to hear this. 
—-Ty Stranglehold  (Self-released, 
ak47hardcore.blogspot.com) 


AMERICAN TELEVISION: 

Watch It Burn: LP 

There are many bands playing 
melodic punk/hardcore these days 
and to come out anywhere near 
the top of that bunch, there must 
be more than just good songs to 
hold onto. Fortunately, American 
Television gives me some of the 
additional things I need to make 
me want more. There are snapping 
drums, a strong guitar sound, and 
a sense that this band is giving its 
all on the recording. I know that 
latter element is difficult to actually 
quantify—and it’s usually a sense 
gained from seeing a band live—but 
I certainly get something coming 
through the speakers which feels 
heartfelt and complete. To top it off, 
there is an abundance of energy from 
start to finish too. Finally, there’s a 
line in “Misprint” which might come 
across as a bit cheesy but I found it 
a welcome nod towards a man who 
has opened the minds of many: “I 
found a new religion, Greg Graffin 


was my priest.” It’s so often Joe 
Strummer who gets mentioned in 
songs, so it’s nice to see Graffin get 
his due for inspiring people. —Rich 
Cocksedge (Wiretap) 


AN INVITATION: 

You Can't Love Me: CS 

Two-song cassette single (cassingle?) 
of old school, raw punk rock. Not bad 
but not so great that I want to go buy 
a tape player. —Chad Williams (What’s 
For Breakfast?) 


ARMCHAIR MARTIAN: 1995 Demo: CS 
This inspired 1995 pop punk demo 
from Fort Collins, Colo. was released 
right at the height of that subgenre in 
the underground. Reissued for the first 
time since then, it’s a tear-jerker in that 
it shows how arbitrary it was for some 
bands to make it in that scene and others 
to fall into obscurity. On the softer 
end of pop punk, these five songs are 
absurdly good, taking me back to one 
of my favorite eras. Armchair Martian 
put out a slew of records and those 
of us in the know worshipped them 
then and now. It’s a pleasure to revisit 
these songs on cassette, the format in 
which they initially appeared. Pressed 
professionally, the tape itself sounds 
as great as the songs themselves. It’s 
definitely a release worth coveting. 
—Art Ettinger (Snappy Little Numbers) 


BAD SAM: EP: 7” 

South Wales’ punk stalwarts Bad Sam, 
are back in action, initially with this 
single ahead of a new album which 
will hopefully see the light of day 
sooner rather than later. Nothing has 
changed from previous releases and 
Dean Beddis remains one of the best 
front persons around; his Biafra- 
like vocals are sounding even more 
powerful as he progresses in years. 
Of the three tracks “Alcoholic” and 
“Tag” feature the more breakneck 
approach that Bad Sam excels at, 
whereas “Looking Back” brings to 
mind the Jello Biafra/D.O.A. Last 
Screams of the Missing Neighbors 
collaboration in its more varied style 
and sound. Bring on the new album. 
—Rich Cocksedge (Armistice) 


BARRENFIELDS: Palmistry: LP 

This Spanish outfit offer up ten 
songs with an occasional horror vibe, 
vocally and musically, and which put 
me in mind of Glenn Danzig fronting 
Fabulous Disaster. The delivery is 
maintained at mid-tempo throughout 
and that suits Grace’s singing style 
perfectly as it has a warm, smooth 
quality that sits well with the music. 
In fact, everything about this has an 
effortless, melodic feel to it, all of 
which makes for a really enjoyable 
listen. —Rich Cocksedge (Up The 
Punx / Mass Productions / Inhumano 
/ Killer Pandereta) 


BAUWAVES: U R Everything: LP 

This album has the emotional impact 
of songs written alone in a bedroom 
with the polish and breadth of a slick 
studio performance. Lew’s vocals 
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make you feel something whether you 
were ready to or not, and the songs as 
a whole will leave you wavering in a 
state somewhere between Jay Reatard 
and Hiisker Dii. All in all, this is an 
impressive album that feels not quite 
of this time. —Liz Jones (Salinas) 


BAUWAVES: U R Everything: LP 
Bauwaves is the new thing fronted 
by Lew Houston, who has formerly 
spent time in the bands Party Garbage, 
Wild America, and Lesser Beings. U 
R Everything is Lew at his seemingly 
most raw and vulnerable, with nine 
songs of the utmost honest and direct 
display of unrestrained feelings of a 
person seemingly going through the 
worst of times. The thing about this 
record is the fact that the bass and 
drums are very much understated, 
leaving Lew’s often wavering voice 
and his distorted guitar up front to 
paint these vivid pictures of great 
despair. Because of this, the sounds 
here are hard to pigeonhole, giving 
this more of an untraditional indie 
rock record feeling, timeless and fresh. 
This record is absolutely great—I 
cannot recommend it enough. —-Mark 
Twistworthy (Salinas) 


BEDROOMS, THE: 

Passive Viewing: LP 

My kinda chilly: a post-punk package 
of intoned vocals gesturing towards 
pop, with bass and tom-heavy drums 
providing echo-y propulsion for synth 
and impressionistic picked guitars. 
Siouxsie isn’t a bad point of reference, 


nor are Savages. | Imminently 
listenable, with subtleties revealing 
themselves on repeated spins. All this, 
and distinctive packaging evoking the 
best of both Dangerhouse and Letraset 
aesthetic. I’m in. —Michael T. Fournier 
(Domestic Departure) 


BEDWETTERS ANONYMOUS: 

Have U Experienced Discomfort: 7" 
This record of weirdo punkers sounds 
like it would probably fitalongside with 
other contemporary weirdo punkers 
like The Coneheads, Uranium Club, 
and the like. What sets this apart from 
those heavy hitters is a general feeling 
of being a little more restrained, and 
ultimately less “hardcore” influenced, 
whatever that means. The herky- 
jerky of Devo mixed with the early 
southern California punk sound of the 
Urinals is a good reference point. This 
is pretty good. —Mark Twistworthy 
(Neon Taste) 


BEEKEEPERS: 

Song Demos 3: Floppy disc 

I assume that, at some point in 
time, I must have asked—largely 
rhetorically—‘“what could possibly 
be a dumber format for music than 
cassettes?” In testimony to my clear 
lack of vision, these three songs 
are presented in the timeless 3.5” 
floppy disc format (which, one. must 
grudgingly admit, was a great format 
for unlicensed font swapping back in 
the day). While I do have an (allegedly) 
working floppy drive, I found this 
disc to be wholly unreadable on my 


Windows laptop; my Mac desktop 
could detect and open the disc, but 
couldn’t copy or play the files off it, 
which may (but probably doesn’t) have 
something to do with the fact that the 
little shutter fell right off of the disc 
housing the first time I picked it up. 
After an embarrassingly determined 
period of attempting to get the disc 
to work, I went online and found that 
these songs were all available as free 
downloads, so I tossed the floppy in 
the trash and listened on my phone. 
They’re actually a lot better than one 
would assume a band who releases 
material on a floppy disc would be, 
kinda like if one of the dudes from 
They Might Be Giants sang for the 
Dead Milkmen. All the same, being 
old school and all, I think I’ll wait 
until they release this on those O.G. 
5” floppies. Go big or go home! 
BEST SONG & BEST SONG TITLE: 
“Waste All My Time (With Her On 
My Mind).” FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: If you release your 
material on floppy disc, you forfeit 
the right to a Fantastic Amazing Trivia 
Fact. -Rev. Norb (Beekeepers) 


BELTONES, THE: Cheap Trinkets: LP 

Thank Mahfii for reissues. Given how 
much | adore Stiff Little Fingers, this 
is right up my alley: a sound that could 
easily be /nflammable Material part 
two, right down to the inclusion of 
Wailers cover, though in this case it’s 
“Concrete Jungle” instead of “Johnny 
Was.” No simple ’00s rehash of ’77, 
these cats had the chops to deliver 


Another Heaven 


some well-crafted and seriously good 
tunes, and this release is crammed to 
the gills with °em—traw, tuneful, and 
anthemic. This isn’t going to leave the 
turntable for the foreseeable future. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Costalito) 


BLACK HELICOPTER: 

Seams of Geldor:7" 

First song is an original with noisy 
guitars and pummeling rhythmic 
twists and turns. The flip is a Bullet 
Lavolta cover. Both songs satisfy 
and the artwork is sci-fi and equally 
engaging. I have to get out this year 
to see this band live. Sean Koepenick 
(Chunklet Industries) 


BLACK LINING: Twist My Arm:7” 

I had high hopes for this record when 
I opened it and a sticker reading 
“Punkrock ist wichtiger als Sonne” 
and stamped with Antifa Gourmet 
fell out. I’m happy to report it didn’t 
disappoint. Black Lining from Mainz, 
Germany writes cheerful pop punk 
with a strong Lookout Records vibe. 
“Grumpy Clown” sounds so gleeful— 
which given the lyrics they are not— 
that it feels like the clown is putting 
on a show or a front, which I guess 
is the point. “Sunshine Campaign” 
is similarly tongue-in-cheek with a 
bright, warm criticism of hypocrites 
who are all words and no action. 
“Bottom line” sounds high in spirits 
while describing the rock bottom lows 
of checking the news, seeing “this 
perpetual hand me down” of how 
past generations have and continue 
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Minneapolis-based sludgegaze band risen 
from the ashes of gloom-pop heavyweights 
Hollow Boys. Hazy, dreamy post-punk mixed 
with doom, sludge, and shoegaze to create a 
sound that is equally star-gazing and 


earthbound. 12’ 


vinyl EP includes a bonus flexi 


featuring their mesmerizing cover of Kate 
Bush's classic “Running Up That Hill.” 


(anotherheaven.bandcamp.com) 


The Cult of Lip 


Sleep Receiver & Your Feedback 


“athe perfect soundtrack to listen to when 
ie speeding out to the desert at night to 


ook for UFOs. 


he psychedelic, spacey, fast 


tempo, distorted guitars, feedback, distant 


vocals, and a garage sound really amp you up 
to go look for weird stuff in the sky.’ 
~ Razorcake 


Their latest two EPs, are released on vinyl 
for the first time on one convenient LP, 
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perfect for boarding the mothership. 


(thecultoflip.com) 


Bridge Club 
The Scorched Capsule 


2006 garage monster released on vinyl for 


the very first time. Only 100 or 


for mpls Itd's 20th anniversary. 
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to destroy our future and laments 
“my hands can’t stay clean here!” 
But... you know... upbeat! There’s 
a certain hopefulness that’s conveyed 
when you speak the dismal truths in 
an ebullient melody accentuated with 
many woahs. It’s speedy. It’s catchy 
and it has something to say. —Lorien 
Lamarr (Keep It A Secret) 


BOY(MOUTH): Country Music 

Bullshit Crossover Artist: CS 
Thewhole“soniccollage” thingdoesn’t 
really scream “I AM INTERESTING, 
TAKE ME SERIOUSLY” a whole 
bunch these days, yet the sheer length 
of these pieces—one per side—does 
command a certain respect simply by 
virtue of showing up to the dance and 
lasting that long. The B side—‘“All 
Your Heero’s Are Dead’”—sounds 
a bit like “Revolution 9,” minus the 
quotable bits; the M side—“Love It 
Or Leave It’—goes off into more 
of a Two Virgins vibe, if the part of 
Yoko Ono was played by soundbites 
of American politicians hankering 
for armed conflict. ll shit myself 
if Boy(Mouth) ever thought they’d 
get compared to the Beatles. BEST 
SONG & TITLE “All Your Heero’s 
Are Dead” FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: Ifthe hand-numbering 
is to be believed, my review copy 
constitutes four percent of all copies 
made. —Rev. Nerb (Rotten Princess) 





BRAT CURSE: Self-titled: LP 
Some good sugar rush power pop 
punk from the Midwest. Hooks galore, 


smart sonic textural work, and ventures 
outside the punk realm help broaden 
the record into something giant. Feels 
like it’s from the Ric Ocasek school 
of ’90s alt-rock production. Wouldn’t 
surprise me if this LP got sort of big. 
—Matt Werts (Just Because / Anyway) 


CAVEMEN, THE: Night after Night: LP 
This record is a nice shot of life: 
fuzzy, dance-y, party, beer swilling, 
lo-fi, garage rock, from New Zealand. 
These fellas do this brand of garage 
rock a cut above most, bringing to 
mind Jay Reatard, Ty Segall, the 
Muslims, and Black Lips. —Ryan 
Nichols (Slovenly) 


CAVEXRAGE: / Believe In...: CS 

Even if CaveXrage (yes, they 
pronounce the “X”), is nothing more 
than a parody of straight edge hardcore 
punk at its most simplistic, it is one of 
the most entertaining parodies I’ve 
come across in some time. As soon as 
we’re pronouncing the X in the band’s 
name, you get that there’s a joke going 
on. When you realize that the lyrics 
to the opening track “CaveXrage 
Stomp” are just the song titles of the 
songs on the tape, you start to feel like 
you’re in on the joke, even as you’re 
shamelessly bedroom moshing. The 
pinnacle for me is when the singer 
is too straight edge to play golf with 
his dad or read a book in the track 
“Twisted in My Head.” Come for the 
humor, but stay for the riffs, and you 
too will believe in CaveXrage. —Paul 
J. Comeau (Poop Stick) 


CHEAP PERFUME: Burn It Down: LP 
Wow. The first song on this record is 
enough. “Put the Devil to Bed” is a 
scorcher, It’s one of those songs you 
hear for the first time and can feel is 
steeped in pure anger. The rest of the 
album continues in that vein: punk 
blasters with a unique voice that’s 
also comfortingly familiar. Vocals and 
backups are full-on yelling warbles, 
reaching the point of competing 
with each other at various points. 
The choruses are comprised of those 
simple lines you wish you’d thought 
of. “Times up/ times up motherfucker 
/ times up” screams the chorus of 
the third song. And I believe it. The 
guitars are distorted just enough to 
leave in the ratchet chug of furious 
strumming in play. Even their 
somewhat unnecessary cover of Joan 
Jett’s “Bad Reputation” chugs with a 
punk’n’ roll swing, bringing something 
new to a song you’ve heard a million 
times. Plus they yell “fuck” a lot and it 
all sounds like it could come crashing 
down at any turn. | don’t even know 
who to recommend this to. You should 
just like this. Eight songs on 45 speed 
and they really won me over with one 
play. This is a rejuvenate-my-interest- 
in-punk level slab. These guys sound 
like they’re really coming at you and 
I wish them the best. —Billups Allen 
(Snappy Little Numbers) 


CHEAP PERFUME: Nailed It: LP 

This is areissue of a 2016 self-released 
record. Fast, loud, feminist punk. Dual 
vocalists make the music feel even 


bigger and extreme. The lyrics are a 
bit on the nose but they definitely are 
getting their point across. I’m never 
opposed to a band that makes their 
politics well known, I just prefer a 
little more nuance or personal touch 
like X-Ray Spex or dimber. Their 
2019 release, Burn It Down, seems to 
achieve this subtlety a little bit better. 
—Emily T. (Snappy Little Numbers) 


CHOKED UP: Dichoso Corazon: CS 

A debut full-length featuring eleven 
songs of scrappy, lovesick pop punk. 
Not exactly sloppy, but definitely 
not clean and polished either. Songs 
like “Home” and “Last Night at Hey 
Queen!” have a familiar ’90s East 
Bay pop punk feeling with some solid 
rounds of whoa-ohs. The lyrics are 
mostly in English, with a handful of 
songs in Spanish—I wish I knew what 
more of them were, but the words are 
printed at about a .5-point font size and 
it’s just not going to happen for me. 
The lines | can make out are mainly 
about crushing on cute queers against 
a backdrop of fascist dystopia. Cristy 
Road’s signature melodic snarl brings it 
all together; this is a fun and fierce first 
album. —Indiana Laub (Self-released) 


CHROME SKULLS: 

The Metal Skull:7" EP 

Four blasts of blown-out Jersey 
hardcore that come like a battering 
ram. Five minutes and change later, 
you come to bruised and wanting 
more. Great, this. Jimmy Alvarado 
(Vanilla Box) 
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CHUBBY AND THE GANG: 

Speed Kills: LP 

On first view, the album cover 
resembles random splodges of red, 
yellow, blue, and white which looks 
quite garish. On closer inspection 
it’s possible to make out some great 
artwork which is hiding beneath that 
fagade. Chubby And The Gang’s 
music is much the same. It’s loose, 
frantic, and almost off the rails but 
repeated listens show that beneath that 
brash exterior lies some extremely 
well-written songs delivered in a 
manic way. Think Cockney Rejects 
mixed with Slade, all wrapped up in 
pedal to the metal rock’n’roll and that 
is what you get with Speed Kills. This 
is one hell of a rambunctious album 
and should not be ignored. —Rich 
Cocksedge (Static Shock) 


CONAN NEUTRON AND THE SECRET 

FRIENDS: Protons and Electrons: CD/LP 
Protons and Electrons isn’t just a 
simple album; it’s a compilation of a 
series of twelve 7” releases between 
Conan Neutron And The Secret 
Friends and bands they are friends 
with. One side of the 7” has a CNATSF 
song and the other side has a song by 
a band such as Nonagon, The God 
Eaters, The Dale Crover Band, Trophy 
Wives, et cetera. The first album is 
all the CNATSF songs; the second is 
songs by the other bands. For those 
not familiar with CNATSF, they play 
music that sounds like a cross between 
Cheap Trick and the Melvins, which 
isn’t surprising considering their 
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drummer is also the drummer for the 
Melvins. The songs here are among 
the best the band has done with a 
great mix of vocal harmonies and 
heavy guitar. On the end of things, the 
bands on the second album show that 
CNATSF know some acts that make 
great tunes. Highlights include Trophy 
Wives’ edgy, swaggering hardcore that 
channels Coliseum and Motérhead; 
Quivers’ Smashing  Pumpkins- 
Rutabega rock sound; and Nonagon 
channeling the best of Dischord indie 
rock. And special attention is due 
the Dale Crover Band for playing an 
incredibly bizarre track. There’s a lot 
more to be said about this album but 
it’s definitely worth picking up. —Kurt 
Morris (Seismicwave) 


CRAWLERS, THE: 

Planned Obsolescence E.P.:12" 

The Crawlers were a Portland, 
Ore. band from 2006-2010 and this 
six-song 12” contains their final 
recordings, on vinyl for the first time. 
While it’s not exactly a revelation, 
this is a solid listen: four-chord, 
aggressive punk rock with an Angry 
Samoans-meets-Turbonegro — vibe. 
—Chad Williams (Amok) 


CRUELTY BOMB: Atrocities Demo: CS 
Cruelty Bomb hails from L.A. and 
is best described by picturing what 
a live set of theirs would look like. 
Crust, d-beat, and powerviolence 
kiss and make up in the pit, while 
the soundboard peaks out. There are 
requisite tempo changes, breakdowns, 
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Everything 


and a fucking vicious set of pipes on 
the vocalist. It’s as good of a debut 
hardcore release as I’ve heard in ages. 
It is way beyond demo quality on all 
fronts. —Art Ettinger (Suck Blood) 


CRY BABE: Drunk Dial #5:7" 

A couple of spooky, ethereal voices 
floating over a disco beat. Is this club- 
level Enya on LSD? Hallucinogenic 
indie disco rock? Cry Babe gives 
us uninhibited, raw, honest songs, 
albeit dark and unexpectedly doomy. 
I wasn’t emotionally prepared to ask 
myself repeatedly, “Am I an orphan 
now?” It’s as if the goal was to make 
my existential dread danceable and 
they succeeded. -Lorien Lamarr 
(Drunk Dial) 


DAVOVA PSYCHOZA: Emancipacia: CD 
As an ignorant American who only 
speaks English and has never been 
to mainland Europe, it shouldn’t 
be surprising that until now I was 
unfamiliar with what I imagine is 
Slovakia’s longest-running punk 
band. But to give you an idea of how 
long this four-piece has been around 
(since 1987), they are older than their 
country. Many of these ten songs 
sound as though they could easily 
fit in on Fat Wreck circa the past ten 
or fifteen years with driving beats, 
rumbling bass, and melodic guitars. 
While the vocals occasionally have 
some nice harmonies, they can be a 
bit stiff and forced, too. Musically, 
though, this is thirty-two minutes of 
melodic punk from a group that has 
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been putting out albums longer than 
some of you reading this have been 
alive. Props to them. —Kurt Morris 
(Papagajv Hlasatel) 


DEALING WITH DAMAGE: 

Ask the Questions: CD 

Firstly, the track “Some Colours Never 
Fade” is one of those songs which 
immediately stands out as an instant 
classic. It’s got a great intro, where 
the guitar is not too dissimilar to that 
on Down By Law’s “Independence 
Day” and is extremely catchy, too. 
This London-based outfit includes 
members who have done time in The 
Stupids, K-Line, Done Lying Down, 
Chocolate plus a host of others and that 
experience shines through formidably 
on Ask the Questions. Despite showing 
variety across the fourteen songs 
there is a strong Dischord influence 
in evidence and I hear similarities to 
Soulside, Trusty, and Rites Of Spring 
along with some latter Government 
Issue at different stages of the album. 
Add some London grit and this makes 
for a compelling and, dare I say it, an 
essential album. —Rich Cocksedge 
(Little Rocket) 


DEATH RIDGE BOYS: 

(Don't Let Them) Divide Us:7" 

While I always feel a little ripped 
off with a two-song 7”, it’s still the 
goddamn Death Ridge Boys, so all is 
well. Continuing their unbroken run 
of nail-tough street punk with gruff 
vocals and anthemic, propulsive 
takes on daily resistance, this band 





can seemingly do no wrong. Bone- 
simple and stupidly catchy guitar 
leads, gruff vocals, and choruses 
that’Il burrow in the skull like a 
mango fly. The flip, “Working,” is 
a revved up ninety-second burst of 
fury. Portland has a bevy of fantastic 
bands, but these guys are, in my 
mind, at the top of the list. Hope 
they put out an LP soon. —Keith 
Rosson (Black Water) 


DECISIONS: Act Fast: CS 

Percussive vocals hit hard and fast, 
dominating the performance of this 
tape clocking in at less than eight 
minutes long. Reminiscent of early 
2000s hardcore, there is no downtime 
in this energetic piece confronting 
the apocalypse. —Liz Jones (Death 
By Sheep) 


DECRY: Everything: 7” 

Monrovia’s best punk band is back 
with a new single that is meant to be 
played loud. My version had sleeves 
from old record labels inserted 
inside for fun. Mine is RCA Victor 
so I’m sure for you this will vary. 
Both songs are awesome so why not 
get on board? Pick this up. —Sean 
Koepenick (Hostage) 


DENNIS: The Enthusiast: LP 
The Germs  reanimate 
and embrace their 
band inclinations. Results are 
appropriately trashy and feral. 
Limited to two hundred copies. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Homeless) 
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DIVIDED, THE: 

World You're Living In: LP 

Raybo’s back with another doozy 
of a band, who’ve here released 
an appropriate doozy of an album. 
Bonecrusher comparisons are 
inevitable and understandable, but 
mixed in are echoes of classic Orange 
County punk rock and the more 
melodic wing of U.K. streetpunk— 
one well-written tune after the next 
stuffed with loud guitars, stinger 
leads, gruff-yet-tuneful vocals and 
an ace rhythm section. Another 
winner here from Hostage. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Hostage) 


DON CHICHARRON: “Valle” b/w “En 

la Gruta Del Rey de la Montafia”:7" 

A benefit for Casa De Paz & Metro 
Denver Sanctuary Coalition, this 
single from Don Chicharrén supports a 
great cause and is a great introduction 
to the group. Formed by Peruvian- 
American, Aldo  Pantoja, Don 
Chicharr6n play what they describe 
as a modern version of Chicha, a 
movement of Peruvian artists in the 
°60s mixing various contemporary 
stylings of their day, including’60s 
psychedelia, Andean traditional folk 
melodies, and Afro-Cuban cumbia 
rhythms. Inspired by this movement, 
Don Chicharrén have developed their 
own amalgam, taking their Chicha 
influences and adding punk, surf, 
prog, jazz, reggaeton, and salsa into 
the mix. The result to my ears is one 
of the catchiest things I’ve heard in 
a long time. The first track “Valle,” 
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sounds like the kind of track I’d expect 
to hear gracing a Tarantino movie. It’s 
catchy, exciting, and sets an upbeat but 
expectant tone. The back side of the 
single, “En La Gruta Del Rey De La 
Montafia,” is Don Chicharr6én’s unique 
take on Edvard Grieg’s classical 
piece of that name. Instantly familiar, 
and yet refreshingly different, Don 
Chicharrén’s interpretation of Grieg 
alone is required listening. —Paul J. 
Comeau (Snappy Little Numbers) 


DRINKING MERCURY: 

Self-titled: CD/LP 

Given that Drinking Mercury has been 
together since 2000, it’s not surprising 
they sound tight. This Michigan four- 
piece is one of the furthest things 
from punk, but what they make they 
do really well. Over the course of 
twelve songs, there are influences of 
psychedelia, ’80s indie pop, and folk 
rock. Think of a sound ranging from 
Pink Floyd to Fleet Foxes. Given 
the band’s range of styles, they do a 
good job of tugging at a wide range of 
emotions and memories, which made 
for an introspective listen. This self- 
titled album isn’t what most Razorcake 
listeners may be into, but if any of the 
references sound enticing, then this is 
definitely worth checking out. —Kurt 
Morris (Good Time Gang) 


DUCK & COVER: Two Shots:7" 

Boston band returns with a single that 
pushes all the right buttons. “Bleeding 
Edge” chugs along with reckless 
abandon with lyrics like “Self- 











medication finds you fallin’ to the 
floors/ sorry to say my dear—you’re 
fucked.” That’s what you will be my 
friends if you don’t:grab this on super 
groovy swirly red and white wax. 
—Sean Koepenick (State Line) 


DUST BUGS: Don’t Belong: 7” 

This record sounds like it was recorded 
to imitate how they would sound live 
if you were pressed up against the 
speaker with earplugs in, as | often 
am when photographing bands, Dust 
Bugs (Aalborg, Denmark) sound 
distorted and lo fi with a ’70s vibe, 
which fits their self-described style 
of “budget rock.” It’s loud and blown 
out—probably made with busted-up 
instruments in a garage—but carries 
it all with an undeniable swagger. 
—Lorien Lamarr (5 Feet Under) 


EERIE FAMILY: Self-titled: LP 
I have said it before, and I will say it 
again. Alex Cuervo is a damn musical 
genius. I love absolutely everything I 
have heard from him (Hex Dispensers, 
Espectrostatic, This Damn Town) and 
Eerie Family is no exception. The 
project is a duo featuring Alex and his 
partner Alyse (who also played in HD 
and TDT). The music is haunting, not 
unlike Espectrostatic, but with more of 
a dream pop quality. Listening to this 
record is the auditory equivalent of 
being completely enveloped in a dark, 
warm mist. It is spooky and a little off 
putting but somehow comforting at 
the same time. While this was released 
some time ago digitally, the fine folks 
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at Alien Snatch took on the task of 
putting it on vinyl with two additional 
unreleased tracks. I am sure glad they 
did as it is the perfect soundtrack to 
the unending rainy season. I love this 
‘and I bet most of you will too. —Ty 
Stranglehold (Alien Snatch) 


EPHS: No Riots: CS 

Cassettes are a crappy format. They’re 
cumbersome, they’re all plastic-y, 
there are lots of dinky moving parts 
involved, they’re hissy, they fade, 
they deteriorate, the tape can snap 
and tangle, and they make it annoying 
to try to play particular songs. That 
said, once in a blue moon, the sub- 
optimal acoustic profile of the cassette 
aligns perfectly with the aesthetics 
of the musical arteestes capatured 
thereon, and this, amazingly, is such 
a time. EPHS’s “recorded at home” 
sensibilities are too clean and precise 
to be barfed up on vinyl and passed 
off as some happening teen “lo-fi” 
snot combo, and too earnestly earth- 
and-finance-bound to _ transition 
well to the digital realm. Thus, these 
six songs sound exactly right on 
cassette, and wouldn’t on any other 
format—an event rivaling the birth 
of a white buffalo in terms of sheer 
rarity. If you ever wanted to find out 
what the Gang Of Four would’ve 
sounded like as a KBD band in a 
basement in Pennsylvania, now’s your 
chance! BEST SONG: “No Riots.” 
BEST SONG TITLE: “ist-ist-ist.” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: If the hand-numbering is to be 
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believed, my review copy constitutes 
five percent of all copies made, 
which means this is even rarer than 
the (Boy)Mouth cassette. -—Rev. Norb 
(Self-released) 


EPIC PROBLEM: Grace: 7" 

A sad day indeed as this 7” marks 
the final release from a band which 
has put out some classic melodic 
and angry punk singles over the past 
decade. The only downside to Epic 
Problem was that it never got round 
to releasing a long player other than 
one which gathered together some 
earlier EPs. Anyway, the band goes 
out maintaining its high standard of 
tuneage which features a strong guitar 
sound and a pounding, vibrant rhythm 
section, fronted by some gruff, throaty 
vocals. It takes no time before I’m 
singing along and ruing the fact that 
I never saw Epic Problem live. Also, 
I think “Better Days” is probably my 
favorite song from the band, with 
some massive hooks and also a really 
prominent bass performance which 
propels the track along at a fair pace. 
—Rich Cocksedge (Brassneck) 


ERIK CORE: Last Call: LP 

This punk trio is comprised of bass, 
drums, and acoustic guitar. This 
album is very competently performed. 
It does not sound like a combination 
of Violent Femmes and Motorhead, 
as suggested on bandcamp. | only 
mention this to help discourage bands 
from trying to capitalize on these 
ludicrous comparisons. A_ Violent 
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Femmes fan picking this up blindly 
might be into this. A Motérhead fan 
likely not. But I get what’s being 
said. The album moves at the pace 
of furious strum. The drums maintain 
excellent fifth gear rockabilly beats. I 
don’t mind it per se, but it gets old. 
The nuance and novelty of an acoustic 
guitar runs thin quickly. There are 
roots themes in the lyrics, but they are 
somewhat sophomoric. The overall 
sound of the band is creative in that 
I’ve never heard acoustic music 
played like this before, so I’m sure 
this band has a place in the acoustic 
punk community. I don’t know the 
acoustic punk scene, but for someone 
who really digs all avenues of the 
acoustic experience, it’s a fine album. 
It’s just not my thing. —Billups Allen 
(Acousticore) 


ERODERS: Self-titled: LP 

This record from Detroit defies easy 
categorization. Staying mid-tempo 
throughout, this is bar punk with 
major influences from other forms, 
including psychedelia, classic rock, 
and surf rock. The vocals are spot- 
on. Some of the tracks have extra 
instruments, including Farfisa organ, 
harp, and viola—three instruments not 
typically featured on records reviewed 
in Razorcake. Eroders are clearly 
trying to tread new ground, while 
simultaneously creating accessible 
tunes. They succeed in leaps and 
bounds, making this a memorable, 
worthwhile debut full-length. —Art 
Ettinger (Outer Limits Lounge) 
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EXMAID: Sorcery: LP 

I’ve been a fan of Miranda Taylor 
since I did a reading with her band 
Black Wine in 2012. Since then, I 
backtracked and found her old group 
Full Of Fancy, and I dig her current 
concern Exmaid. Seeing these cats 
play this summer, though, convinced 
me that they’d jumped to another 
level. Exmaid is Miranda playing with 
the dudes from Philly band Psychic 
Teens—and in the past, their stuff was 
good but sometimes sounded like I 
just billed ’em: Miranda with another 
band. But in a packed, sweaty room in 
August—and here, on wax—Exmaid 
has made the leap. Cohesion is at the 
band’s fore, and the effect is staggering. 
On Sorcery, Exmaid effortlessly blend 
punk, shoegaze, and the sludgy best of 
grunge (think Mudhoney and Tad) into 
a relentless and dazzlingly inventive 
long-player. It’s barely February and 
I’m convinced that this one will be 
on my best-of list for 2020. What are 
you waiting for? —Michael T. Fournier 
(Bangs And Burns) 


EYES AND FLYS: “Eyes and Flys” b/w 
“Fall Asleep with the TV On":7" 

One side of this single harkens 
to kind of a poppy and somewhat 
rudimentary take on the Cheater 
Slicks style of discordant, noisy 
garage punk, while the flip takes 
a page from the dreamy post-punk 
playbook, simple and understated 


with lots of reverb and tambourine 
guiding the way. Good stuff. —Mark 
Twistworthy (Self-released) 
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FACILITY MEN: 

It's Fun to Disappear: LP 

Shouty post-hardcore that makes me 
think of Hoover—songs that groove 
with some great discordant color 
sprays of guitar—though Facility 
Men are a little more high-powered, 
and they capture a shade of that 
aggressive rust belt/rural feeling I 
recognize as a lifelong Western New 
Yorker, up to and including some 
disjointed, out-there rambling. I’m 
thinking mostly of “Futility Den,” and 
its evocation of what I think are sexual 
favors performed by ghost? Am I 
understanding this correctly? I’m not 
here to kink-shame, I don’t judge. They 
also talk about the alienating effects of 
time, labor, about restlessness, and the 
way things can leave and never come 
back. If you’re in the older, working 
9-5, slowly-getting-less-social camp 
of punk rockers, or even if you’re 
just very isolated, this record may be 
your new jam, intense visuals and all. 
—Matt Werts (Big Neck) 


FAN FICTION: No Frontier: CS 

Slacker rock a 1a early-’90s alt rock 
explosion: pop melodies, punk 
attitude. Maybe a little too hard on the 
pop melody side of things. It’s sloppy 
in ways that feel both intentional and 
not. To be blunt, I enjoyed about half 
the record. A few too many rhymes 
that left a bad taste in my mouth, 
a few too many moments where I 
wished the tempo was just slightly 
faster. Good, but not great. -Gwen 
Static (Just Because) 
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FATAL STATE: Estado Fatal: LP 
Bilingual, dual-vocal hardcore outta 
Portland, Ore. There are definite U.K. 
influences—particularly Discharge 
and Conflict, neither so obvious as to 
be distracting—and there is a sincerity 
in their delivery that sells it much 
better than it might otherwise. Blunt, 
angry, good. —Jimmy Alvarado (Fatal 
State / Old City) 


FAUS: Apestate: CD 

Angular, brutal noise punk. Lots of 
changes, switches, and overall chaos 
as the disc progresses. The vocals 
are non-standard, aggressive—and 
honestly—what the hell is going on 
with this album? It actively challenges 
you to keep the thread going in your 
mind. The drums are between techno 
and grindcore, the guitars somewhere 
between powerviolence and noise 
metal. The record spins, your heads 
spins. I’m a little confused, but it’s 
not bad? Definitely not catchy though. 
—Gwen Static (Blackhouse) 


FIRE HEADS / SEX SCENES: Split LP 

When I listened to this record, I had 
a strange revelation: Tyler Fassnacht, 
the singer of Fire Heads, reminds me 
of HR (Bad Brains). He does! I don’t 
mean that he sounds like him, but 
that he has an awesome singing-and- 
growling delivery that HR did oh so 
well. I fancy the hell out of both of 
their unique voices, and I unabashedly 
love Fire Heads. Their last album 
(self-titled) slayed me. Hailing from 
Madison, Wis., Fire Heads includes 
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members of The Hussy, Proud 
Parents, Dumb Vision, and more. Sex 
Scenes is from Milwaukee, Wis., and 
they’ve got an LP, EP, and demo under 
their belt. I totally dig this new split, 
recorded and mixed by Bobby Hussy. 
The bands sound quite different and 
would be a good introduction for 
those curious people out there who 
somehow think that all punk sounds 
the same. Fire Heads: The beginning 
of the first song’s got a great guitar 
sound that reminded me of Voivod 
(that’s a compliment!). Throughout, 
the guitar has a more frenetic and 
sometimes screechy (in a good way) 
sound, and the whole band conveys 
an energy that makes me really want 
to see them live. Please tour soon, 
Fire Heads! Sex Scenes: My first 
time listening to Sex Scenes and I’m 
into it. In general, heavier and denser 
than Fire Heads—imagine a young 
Tad sitting in his basement room, 
reading science fiction and listening 
to Black Flag on the wrong speed. The 
last song, “Lovecraft Day Creme,” 
has a trippy guitar and a great bass 
line. It would be perfect for a sweaty 
singalong. Recommended! —Jennifer 
Federico (Big Neck) 


FIRST IN LINE: Wake Up!: CD 

With the release of Wake Up!, 
Swedish hardcore punk veterans 
First In Line celebrate thirty years of 
making music together. The years of 
playing and writing together clearly 
show, as there’s not a single note or 
vocal on this that feels out of place. 


Each song is fast, catchy, and in-your- 
face. First In Line eschew breakdowns 
and mosh parts in favor of circle pits 
and singalongs in all the tracks except 
‘We’ re In.” The breakdown in the track 
is so quick you might miss it if you’re 
not paying attention. In addition to the 
great music, I dug the strong political 
messages in every song, particularly 
on the track “Love for All.” In a time 
when it feels like so many bands I 
come across have nothing profound 
to say, First In Line still have a strong 
message thirty years in. I think this 
record should be mandatory listening 
for anyone into hardcore punk. —Paul 
J. Comeau (First In Line) 


FIT FOR ABUSE: 

Mindless Violence: LP 

Boston has a hardcore pedigree 
second to none: Negative FX, Gang 
Green, Jerry’s Kids, Siege, SSD? 
Come on now. That was the ’80s; 
rough and tumble times. Remember 
when everyone went soft in the *90s? 
Not Boston. Fit For Abuse carried 
the torch for the true Boston sound. 
Hard as fuck. Early SSD mixed with 
Slapshot. I love Boston. I have a lot 
of good friends there; good times 
had, brain cells lost. This record 
could be the soundtrack to those 
times where you wake up with a 
black eye, a half bag full of someone 
else’s coke, and your mouth tasting 
like your own blood. This record is 
the re-master of FFA’s first single 
from 1997 in all its hardcore glory. 
Blistering from start to finish. Shout 
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to Briggs at Warthog Speak for the 
other FFA re-issues, which are worth 
a squint as well. Boston at its best. 
Mandatory. Hard as fuck. I can still 
taste the blood in my mouth. —Tim 
Brooks (Armageddon Label) 


FITNESS WOMXN: 

New Age Record: LP 

Modern North Carolina no wave owing 
more to the contemplative funkiness 
of Bush Tetras than the Contortions’ 
abrasive soul-skronk. Angular, 
dissonant guitar lines and simple 
synth noodling over minimalistic 
dance beats form into songs steeped 
in atmosphere and intelligence. Good 
stuff, start to finish. -Jimmy Alvarado 
(Sorry State) 


FLAG OF DEMOCRACY: FODworld: CS 
Flag Of Democracy are a catchy 
skate-core band who’ ve been ripping 
it in Philly since the early ’80s. This 
is a reissue of an album from 2001, 
and as a first-time listener, it feels 
like a great point of entry to this long- 
running band. It’s fast, with clear 
vocals and fun, sloppy, crashing, 
energy—more  Recess/No Idea 
than Fat Wreck. The tape version 
even comes with an unreleased live 
recording on the flipside, so what are 
you waiting for? Hop on and crank it 
up. —Chris Terry (SRA) 


FLAG OF DEMOCRACY: FODworld: LP 
So great that these F.O.D. albums 
are being reissued so that schmoes 
like me who slept on procuring 


them the first time around can catch 
up: This reissue of their 2001 LP is 
rife with all the goodness they’ve 
made their trademark—wild, off- 
the-rails . hardcore infused with 
surprising pop sensibilities and 
sarcasm to spare. The more I catch 
up with them, the more I find myself 
impressed with the consistent 
quality of their output; hard enough 
for a band pushing three years old 
let alone one with more than three 
decades under its belt. A keeper 
this is, one more than worthy of 
inclusion on assorted want lists. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (SRA) 


FRECUENCIA DE MUERTE: 

Death Frequency: LP 

Tight, thrashy hardcore with a rock 
undertow that complements rather 
than detracts from the proceedings 
and lyrics en espafiol. The ubiquitous 
use of pick-slides is a bit much, a 
minor criticism, but on the whole, 
this is well worth the listening time, 
chock full of gallop-paced rangers 
that are well executed by folks well 
versed in the style. Jimmy Alvarado 
(Armageddon Label) 


FRIENDS OF DOROTHY: 

Where Are All the Pretty Boys?:7" 
Energetic synth power pop tunes that 
land somewhere between Riverboat 
Gamblers and Devo. Two super duper 
dancey songs on this 7”, one of which 
is a mash-up (or homage?) to The 
Kinks’ “You Really Got Me.” It’s not 
an exact cover, but they definitely do 


lift some of the lyrics. These guys 
are Swedish and share members with 
Henry Fiat’s Open Sore. Definitely 
worth checking out. —Kayla Greet 
(Latta Bérdor) 


FUCKCRUSHER: Demo: CS 
Spazz-style powerviolence two- 
piece from NYC with a sense of 
humor. Come for the dueling vocals 
and blast beats, stay for a funky bass 
interlude and a Peter Stubb cover. It 
is all over before you know it. —Liz 
Jones (Self-released) 


GHETTOBLASTERS: 

Electric Boogaloo: CS 

This release gives you the sound 
you want from a power pop album, 
complete with snotty rock’n’roll 
vocals, walking bass lines, and sick 
guitar solos. It is a solid recording 
without many surprises. —Liz Jones 
(Let’s Pretend) 


GINO AND THE GOONS: 

Off the Rails: LP 

These kids inhabit a space that is 
smack dab between the Rip Offs and 
the Devil Dogs. There’s a lot more 
rock’n’roll swing in their oeuvre than 
the lion’s share of current garage 
punk bands is able to muster, which 
immediately puts them ahead of 
most of the pack. Album number five 
continues along their usual trajectory 
of high-octane stomp and swagger 
that’s raw, infectious, and tailor made 
for your next dance party. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Big Neck) 


GLOW KIT: Naive Antlers: LP 

Potent mix of power pop and garage 
rock. They employ some effective 
hooks and the blow-out garage 
aesthetic keeps it from becoming a 
sticky-sweet mess. Jimmy Alvarado 
(Alien Snatch) 


GUBS, THE: Self-titled: CD 

Snotty, straight-forward pop punk 
out of Portland, Maine. They 
definitely lean on the punk side of 
that subgenre more than the pop. 
The songs are fast and very guitar- 
driven, a little reminiscent of that 
late 90s skate punk wave. There are 
also some solid hooks and melodies, 
plus a few whoa-ohs mixed in these 
thirteen tracks. These guys are new 
on the scene, though from the sound 
of it, I’m sure the members have been 
in bands previous to this one. They 
play catchy, high energy tunes that 
I recommend checking out. —Kayla 
Greet (Self-released) 


HAND & LEG: Lust in Peace: LP 

Sight unseen, this record swiftly 
whisked me back to the late *80s, 
and all those pre-proto-grunge 
records laden with curious and heavy 
dementia—Steel Pole Bathtub, 
Bomb, whatever—a bit far afield 
of my interests, but still capable of 
emitting something interesting from 
time to time. And although this fuzzy 
wallop sounds like it might have been 
crafted by Flipper’s roommates, on 
closer inspection, the fuzzy wallop 
in question was produced by a Greek 
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couple, implying that they also need 
to be cross-referenced with other 
Y2K-era Euro-couple outfits like 
Stereo Total, which I wouldn’t’ve 
expected. The lyrics are spartan and 
weird. Be my guest. BEST SONG: 
“LIP.” BEST SONG TITLE: “Peter 
Pancake.” FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: The drummer’s 
last name is thirteen letters long, 
which is the same length as 
“Antetokounmpo.” -—Rev. Norb 
(Black Gladiator/Slovenly) 


HATE PREACHERS: 

Bile of Progress: CS 

Timeless and perfectly executed 
hardcore punk from the volatile 
streets of Los Angeles. Some of the 
members in this band are known for 
previously having been in bands such 
as Blazing Eye and for running the 
best DIY venue in L.A., East 7th. Six 
songs in eight minutes of Dis-core 
filth, BGK’s hardcore attack, and 
Venom’s Black Metal evilness. —Juan 
Espinosa (Suck Blood) 


HAWKBABY: Demo: CS 

Devo/B-52’s by way of the 2000s 
garage rock revival. Goofy, non- 
serious tracks which don’t overstay 
their welcome. Personally, I find the 
songs to be a little too carefree, too 
loose, but the non-formalist approach 
is core to the band’s identity. It’s 
hard to fault a band who so clearly 
believes in their own definition 
of themselves. This is strange and 
funny in that way that I could see 
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these guys absolutely killing it live. 
—Gwen Static (It’s A Jinx) 


HIGGINS AND THE MAGIC OF THE 
MARKETPLACE: Dream Consumer 
Dream!:LP/CD 

The Higgins in question in the band 
name is Andy Higgins, the man 
behind the record label, Just Say 
No To Government Music and also 
one-third of the band Litterbug. He 
has many other irons in the fire too 
but this is a band I have not come 
across before until both the LP and 
CD were delivered to my door. It’s 
a weird one to get my head around 
as it’s well played, catchy, and has 
some good lyrics but I can’t figure 
out whether the band is an outlet to 
just let off steam or if it’s a serious 
band. I suppose as I enjoy the record 
it doesn’t really matter. I love the 
guitar work and the vocals which 
occasionally sound like Joey Shithead 
gain my ‘approval, too. It’s a mixed 
bag style-wise, ranging from more 
direct punk tracks to others which hit 
a more indie vein. I also enjoyed the 
homage to The Violators in “Visiting 
the City” which features part of the 
intro to the excellent “Summer of 
°81” at its start. It’s all good fun. 
—Rich Cocksedge (JSNTGM) 


HOVVDY: Heavy Lifter: CD 

Hovvdy are an Austin, Texas duo 
playing bedroom pop with an 
emphasis on bedroom—meaning 
it’s so mellow it might put you to 
sleep. I may be the wrong person 
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for this, but I found Heavy Lifter 
to be rather uninspiring at first 
listen and downright boring after 
repeated listens. Vapid enough to 
make excellent background music 
at the local hipster café, I expect to 
be hearing this album everywhere 
in public this year. —Paul J. Comeau 
(Specialist Subject) 


HUAYCOS, LOS: 

Savage Monstrosities: LP 

Finally seeing the light of day on one 
of the Bay Area’s label backbones 
Tankcrimes, this Oakland by way of 
Peru band (are you following me?), 
get to see their 2017 recording come 
to light. Frantic, hyperactive hardcore 
blending elements of Los Crudos 
with some more metallic skate punk 
and some fucking Ayahuasca psych 
vibes wrapped in a crazy-ass full color 
sleeve. Definitely has some early 
2000 What Happens Next feels. Good 
vibes. —Tim Brooks (Tankcrimes) 


HUMAN PIGS, THE: 

Poop Stick Around: CS 

New York’s Poop Stick Records has 
dedicated itself to inundating the 
world with catchy, degenerate, so- 
dumb-it’s-genius punk and this EP 
from The Human Pigs is a lovely 
addition to their oeuvre. Throw it 
on at your own risk. It’ll make you 
spend the rest of the day with a voice 
whining MY DAAAAAD SHOULD 
HAVE PULLED HIS_ DIICk 
OQUUUUUUUT in your head on 
repeat. —Chris Terry (Poopstick) 
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HUMAN TOYS: 

Japan Tour Demos: CD 

Man alive, Jon Von will never reap the 
rich financial benefits of a second Rip 
Offs album if he keeps prematurely 
dispensing catchy punk classics-to- 
be like “Don’t You Piss Me Off” like 
this instead of hoarding them for a 
future financial windfall! If you’ve 
ever wondered what the Von Zelowitz 
punk/garage/rock’n’roll songwriting 
molecule would sound like when 
applied to a situation containing 
adorable Euro-female vocals, a drum 
machine, and theremin solos, then 
buddy, have I got a deal for you! Eight 
tunes, which you can either imagine 
being done by four degenerate dudes 
with nylons over their heads, or by a 
single dude, a drum machine, and a 
hot French woman named Poupée, as 
you like! La mayonnaise est réelle! 
BEST SONG: “Don’t You Piss Me 
Off.” BEST SONG TITLE: “Dorothy 
Green (You’re So Obscene),” which 
is also close to being the best song. 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: “Tout droit du producteur 
phonographique et du propriétaire 
de l’oeuvre enregistrée réservés. 
Sauf autorisation, la duplication, la 
location, le prét, l'utilisation de ce 
disque pour exécution publique et 
radiodiffusion sont interdits.” —Rev. 
Norb (Self-released) 


INHUMANWICH!: Meat Is Murder: 7” 
This is a comedy concept album 
lampooning a motion picture 
soundtrack. It starts with a spooky 
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spoken word exposition of the story 
concept involving capsule-based 
space travel and a transformation 
into a campy horror monster, 
Inhumanwich. Surfy punk songs like 
“Meat Is Murder” and “Mitch’s Song” 
are interspersed between radio play 
scenes from the fictitious film. It’s 
silly. It’s a bit like Mystery Science 
Theater 3000, the band. —Lorien 
Lamarr (Phratry) 


JACK ACID: 

“Gutless” b/w “Lo-Hi":7" 

The first release from Slope Records 
3E imprint, Jack Acid drops two very 
different-sounding tracks on his first 
single with the label. The title track 
“Gutless” is in the same vein as the 
electronic and almost industrial-esque 
hip hop seen from him before, as in 
the track “Low Balance Alert,” with 
fellow Doom Division-affiliated artist 
Spookikage. While not the kind of hip 
hop I usually dig, I appreciated the raw 
intensity of the track. The B side track 
“Lo-Hi,” on the other hand, is a thrash 
metal joint, featuring Acid’s banshee- 
like screams. This was a great track, 
with the kind of ripping riffs you’d 
expect from the genre. While it’s 
not uncommon for artists to dabble 
in multiple different styles of music, 
the 180 from one style of music to 
the other on the opposite side of the 
record was unexpected after exploring 
some of Acid’s previous work. For 
hip hop heads, especially those into 
the electronic beats, “Gutless,” is 
something to put on your radar, with 
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The Shivvers-s/t LP/CD 

Perfect power pop from Milwaukee, WI. 
Their early ‘80s studio recordings, 
remastered and repackaged. Comes with 
large foldout insert and replica of the 
original Shivvers bumper sticker, 
Co-released with Bachelor Records in Austria. 
European customers get it at: bachelorrecords.com 


BOB-s/t LP 





vinyl output remastered and compiled. 
Comes with large, foldout insert with 
interview and unpublished photos. 

No Direction-s/t LP NO oIRECTION 

Reissue of the first punk LP from : 


Sioux Falls, SD, Originally self-released 

in 1984. Bursting punk/garage rants 
from the frozen tundra of the upper 
Midwest. Comes with large, foldout insert 
with liner notes and unpublished photos, 


The Haskels-s/t LP 





exclusively distributed by Rerun) 


?s & Orders: RerunRecordsSTL.com or jason@rerunrecordssti.com 


Discogs - Seller ID; jasonrerun 


RERUN RECORDS - PO BOX 22472 - SAINT LOUIS, MO 63126-0472 





Brilliant art-punk/new wave from 
San Francisco 1980-1983. Their complete 





Lost 1979 LP by the original line up of this 
legendary band from Milwaukee, WI. 
“Workers Rock n’ Roll” as the band would 

| say, Great Punk/Pop/Rock! Comes with 

“1 insert and download with 5 bonus tracks. 
{Released by Splunge Communications, and 


“Lo-Hi,” as an interesting footnote. 
With the video for “Gutless” getting 
a lot of attention, I imagine electronic 
hip hop will be Jack Acid’s focus in 
the immediate future. That said, I’d 
love seeing him front a thrash metal 
side project, maybe collaborating with 
someone like Joel Grind? One can 
only hope. —Paul J. Comeau (Slope) 


JACK OBLIVIAN & THE DREAM 
KILLERS: Lost Weekend: LP 

Lo-fi late night rock’n’roll that seems 
perfect for one of Jonathan Toubin’s 
New York Night Train parties. Sweaty 
guitar and soul grooves and keyboard 
bops that could soundtrack all your 
pre-internet memories, if you’re lucky 
enough to have them. Perfectly unslick 
and real and fun. Something for the 
After Hours times, the Wandering 
City Streets times. —Matt Werts (Black 
And Wyatt) 


JADE HELM: Days Gone:7" 

Cure-like guitars make these songs 
super appealing. Both songs are really 
catchy, especially the B-side, “I'll 
Decide.” I think I might already have 
this stuck in my head after two listens. 
Kinda gothy, kinda poppy. I could 
picture this band playing at the Bronze 
in Buffy the Vampire Slayer. (That’s a 
compliment!) —Emily T. (Gilgongo) 


JAIME J SOTO / THE DOYENNE: 

Split: 7” 

Jaime J Soto and The Doyénne 
are both queer electro dance pop 
performers from Arizona. The songs 
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on this split are vulnerable in that 
specific way that DIY pop often is; 
like a dance party where no one is on 
the floor yet, not because the songs 
are a bust, but because we aren’t 
on their level yet. It feels joyful, 
complicated, ambitious, and wide 
open. —Liz Jones (Related) 


JANGLED, THE: Vote Dammit!:LP 

The Jangled are Russ Forster of 
8-Track Mind zine’s one-person 
band, and this album is dedicated to 
criticizing the President and other 
conservatives. Side A is all acoustic 
with mandolin, guitar, banjo, and a 
campfire singalong feel. There are 
covers of Htisker Dii, Graham Nash, 
and fucking John Lennon. Side B is 
electric with a more standard alt-rock 
sound and song titles like “Morons 
& Monsters” and “Creep-in-Chief.” 
This is an especially stressful time in 
politics, and I understand that anyone 
with a heart needs to blow off steam, 
but I’m really conflicted about this 
album. I like the music—especially 
the acoustic side—and agree with 
most of the lyrics’ sentiments, but I 
firmly believe that any press is good 
press for the President. Instead of 
talking about him, I’d rather spend my 
time talking about what I want instead. 
I don’t want a picture of a liberal 
Supreme Court justice on the liner 
notes, I want to abolish the Supreme 
Court. This feels like more of the 
middle-of-the-road Liberal® politics 
that have been dying a slow death 
this century. I mean, why write a song 


“The 


about Trump with “you” in the lyrics? 
Is he going to throw this record on and 
have a change of heart? No. He’s just 
going to get more of the attention that 
feeds his cult of personality. —Chris 
Terry (Three Peas) 


JIM BASNIGHT: Not Changing: CD 

Longtime Seattle area tunesmith is 
back with a new fourteen-track disc 
of completely new songs. Likely best 
known outside the region as being the 
leader of the legendary Moberlys in the 
late ’70s and early ’80s, Jim Basnight 
has been going nearly nonstop since 
then with a high quality catalog in 
place. This new record is an excellent 
addition to that catalog and any fan of 
tuneful mid-tempo power pop sounds 
will want to add this to their collection 
quickly. -Mike Frame (Precedent) 


JUMPSTARTED PLOWHARDS: 

Round One: CD/LP 

L.A.’s_ 110 freeway ends in San 
Pedro, a port town that punks 
revere as the home of ’80s legends 
the Minutemen, and pop punk 
American treasure Todd Congelliere. 
Jumpstarted Plowhards is the most 
Pedro thing possible: a project by 
Todd Cong and the Minutemen’s 
Mike Watt, and it’s really fun to 
hear how their signature styles 
combine. Todd applies his sweet ‘n’ 
sad hooks to Watt’s frenetic, loping 
playing; while Watt’s expansive 
grooves bust Todd’s songwriting 
out of its standard compact shimmy. 
These serial collaborators bring in 


40 Hels 45's - Pseudo Ist op =Cruz Rocca s/t 12" 
Dogs {Canada} s/t 7” - Moke No Goins topes - Plan 37 
Say Goodbye cd- Radon More OF Ther Lies cd-Spokenest 
Gone Gone Gone 12" -Leatherface live in Melbourne al 
Hard Charger Bad Omens Ip & tape- The Rebel Spell 
all cds & Last Run tape - Santa Ana Knights Knight School 7” 
Squadron (Atlanta/Moscow) s/t 7” Leatherface Tribute 
double cd (a few left!) -Medidation Warn Places 12” & cd 
School Damage Battered Lives LP- Future Virgins collection LP 
shirts ‘n computer hardware ‘n shit - shipping from Canada 
listen to equalizingXdistort and Razorcake podeasts 24/7 ok! 


rubberfactorystore.com 





eight different drummers (a new 
one for every song!), including 
George Hurley from the Minutemen 
and Firehose, and Patty Schemel 
from Hole, along with homies from 
Toys That Kill, Missingmen, and 
Secondmen. It doesn’t make for the 
most cohesive listen, but there’s 
never a dull moment, and the spirit 
of collaboration, community, and 
creativity always shines through. 
—Chris Terry (Recess) 


JUSTIFIED ANGER: 
We Eat Rats in the Age of Waste: CD 
Very Southern  California/O.C.- 


sounding hardcore here, meaning it’s 
got a bit of melodicism in its DNA, 
along with a sense of humor and a bit 
of an “’80s as interpreted by the ’90s” 
feel to °em. From what I can gather, 
this is the same band making the scene 
two decades ago, which makes sense 
with what I’m hearing here. The songs 
are well written, smart, and evince 
more thought being put into their 
construction than one often comes 
across in punk. Good stuff. Jimmy 
Alvarado (Malt Soda) 


K. CAMPBELL: “Chords Come Easy” 
b/w “Static Threads”: CS 

Sometimes I wonder what happened 
to my brain where fidelity is such a 
personal issue. Why I feel excluded 
from music that’s too produced, 
and why when I hear something so 
perfectly lo-fi yet well recorded, I feel 
like I’m finally home. K. Campbell’s 
tag line of “Pure Pop for Jaded Punks” 





is dead on. Their knack for assembling 
pop gold is matched with enough 
punk grit to make even the grumpiest, 
crustiest geezers break the slightest 
smile and begin to bob their nog. K. 
Campbell, thank you for making me 
feel at home. —Dary] (Poison Moon) 


KONTAKTA: Life in a Cage: 7" 

On Life in a Cage, the U.K.’s Kontakta 
blast out four tracks of crusty d-beat. 
I was hooked on this from the first 
riff and loved it more once I dug into 
the lyrics. Three of the four songs— 
“Burn My Eyes,” “Blood Junkies,” 
and “Meet Your Meat’—all address 
animal rights issues from various 
perspectives. The fourth track, “They 
Will Decide,” addresses government 
surveillance on the lives of ordinary 
people, and challenges the idea of 
“nothing to hide so what does it 
matter?” I love it when both the music 
and the message a band puts out are 
great, and Kontakta nail it on both 
counts. —Paul J. Comeau (Kontakta) 


KRAKE: Streitkultur: LP 

Galloping, down-tuned crust played 
with conviction and screamed 
in German. The songs have nice 
dynamics—balancing circle-pit parts, 
breakdowns, and crushing mid-tempo 
passages. Nothing new here, but as 
someone who has eaten oatmeal, 
bananas, nuts, and dried fruit for 
breakfast every day for years, I can’t 
really complain when the jams are 
this hearty and delicious. —Chris Terry 
(Sub-zine) ; 


LAST THROES, THE: Hammered EP: 7” 
The Last Throes (New York, N.Y.) 
make punk heavily influenced by ’80s 
hard rock. A possible origin story for 
this band could be: AC/DC but make it 
punk. They pull it off too. I was afraid 
it would come off as cheesy but after 
four tracks, it’s solidly fun. —Lorien 
Lamarr (Money Fire) 


LIE: You Want It Real: CD 

Tense, discordant post-punk 
with hallucinatory lyrics, jolting 
rhythms, and piercing, squealing 
guitars. I might even have to call 
it... angular. Despite the ominous 
dissonance, there’s still a strong 
sense of | melody—especially 
in the sneering vocals and bass 
lines—which keeps the songs from 
getting lost in the cacophony that 
sometimes bogs down other bands in 
this sub-subgenre. This comes from 
somewhere near the neighborhood 
of White Lung, Pleasure Leftists, 
and other dark, cool, sorta gothy 
punk. —Indiana Laub (Mint) 


LIFEWENTPEAR: About About: LP 
Melodic, nuanced dual-guitar punk 
stuff with some truly excellent 
raspy vocals laid over the top. 
This German outfit has it going on. 
The vitality of Leatherface and the 
dynamic, varied quality ofold(good) 
Revelation stuff, Lifewentpear is 
fantastic. Transparent vinyl, well- 
written lyrics, excellent recording. 
This one’s recommended. —Keith 
Rosson (Lifewentpear) 
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LOT LIZARD: Self-titled: LP 

As I type this, we’re deep in the 
throes of winter (which means it’s a 
bone-chilling fifty-four degrees here 
in East Los Angeles) and this serves 
as the perfect soundtrack for the time 
of year. Dark, icy, moody stuff resting 
comfortably within the death rock 
pigeonhole of post-punk’s wide arms— 
minimal, tribal, gloomy, dynamic, and 
rife with dissonant guitar, loping bass 
lines, and a singer who sounds like 
he’s trying to enunciate through a 
mouthful of marbles while stoned on 
ludes. Perfection. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(Total Drag) 


MAX NORDILE: Primordial Gaffe: CS 
While I believe just about anything 
can be “musical” if executed correctly, 
this tape pushes the limits of that 
theory. The eleven tracks on here 
are improvisational, raw, no-fidelity 
compositions. There are no hooks, no 
recognizable harmonies or melodies 
or anything based in typical song 
structure, but there are plenty of weird 
soundscapes and clanging of stringed 
guitar and/or bass-type instruments 
here which often set the musicality 
on a plane that simply falls outside of 
my wheelhouse. This is experimental, 
outsider music. —Mark Twistworthy 
(Paisley Shirt) 


MESSRS: Self-titled: 12” EP 

Noise rock intersecting between the 
Cows and Flipper—mostly simple, 
repetitive structures supplied by the 
rhythm section with tons of guitar 
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skronking piled on top alongside 
snarling, slurred vocals. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Heel Turn) 


MICK TROUBLE: Here’s the...:LP 
Imagine Airfix Kits or Giant 
Haystacks without Allan’s raw Scots 
accent. Jangly guitars and pithy lyrics 
about England being shit, there’s 
plenty of Television Personalities and 
Wedding Present to keep the indie 
poppers happy but enough toughness 
for the punkers. This would fit snugly 
in a late-’80s John Peel show (if you 
don’t know, go and Google it nerds). 
It’s slightly morose in an anorak in 
the rain waiting for the train that isn’t 
coming way, but the double time 
strumming and the slight optimism in 
the vocals don’t make me want to cry. 
Punk? I don’t think so. Think U.K. 
C86 and the wonderful sounds that 
shaped our summer nights down the 
park with cheap Moroccan hashish, 
a two-liter of cider and a tape player. 
Fans of Martha, Haystacks, Neutrals 
et al. take note. Super fun in a sad shit 
Northern Council Estate way. Love. 
—Tim Brooks (Emotional Response) 


MIDNITE SNAXXX: Music Inside: LP 
Bay Area punks, Midnite Snaxx, 
are back at it and are coming in hot. 
This record is seemingly faster and 
more powerful than past records with 
bass-forward melodies that make 
this record easily sound like it could 
be from 1985. The songs are fun 
and dancey with politically charged, 
moody lyrics. Great for fans of The 
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Slits, Delta 5, Siouxsie And The 
Banshees, and power pop/punk, in 
general. —Emily T. (Slovenly) 


MILAGROSA, LA: Self-titled: CS 
Political raw punk from NYC and 
Puerto Rico. Fuck yeah, I’m into this! 
Seven songs of pogo-inducing punk 
rock with lyrics in Spanish from an 
immigrant’sperspectivedealingmostly 
with social inequality, paranoid drug 
use as escapism, capitalist oppression, 
and a big middle finger to cops and 
pigs of all kinds. I for one would like 
to hear more boriqua punk and hope 
this is just the tip of the iceberg. —Juan 
Espinosa (La Milagrosa) 


MISSED, THE: Self-titled: 7” 

Mickey from New Creases and 
Nervosas is back with some 
unadulterated Rust Belt power pop. It 
sounds like a classic hidden gem EP 
that only the Midwest collector nerds 
know about, but it’s present day and 
readily available at a non-inflated 
price. No permission needed, this 
is the kinda guitar playing that just 
writes itself into the history books. 
Ohio has no shortage of punk legacy, 
but goddamn, these songs rip with the 
best of ’em! —Daryl (Just Because) 


MOSTRO, IL: Self-titled: CD 
Hard-driving punk with a shot of 
metal from this Boston outfit. They 
fire on all cylinders on an eight-song 
sonic blaster that will leave you 
choking on fumes when all is said 
and done. The production allows the 
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dynamics to shine through to good 
effect. “Horror Movie Moon” and 
“Like Shadows” are the standouts, 
but they should all do the trick. -Sean 
Koepenick (Death Kiss) 


MUFFS, THE: No Holiday: 2 x LP 
I fell in love with the Muffs from 
their very first show. Their brash, 
battering mix of punk heft and garage 
pop was instantly intoxicating. I spent 
their first year catching as many 
shows as I could, and their releases 
enjoy permanent spots in my regular 
rotation. I bought No Holiday within 
forty-eight hours of its release, but 
put off listening to it until nearly three 
months later. I’m far from the average 
“fanboy,” but the sudden stilling of 
Kim Shattuck’s inimitable howl hit 
home hard. It put a period at the end 
of an era in L.A.’s punk underground 
when bands again revolted against 
what became a new set of rules foisted 
upon the “alternative nation” by Big 
Rock, Inc., but it’s also an end-point for 
a massive part of my life’s soundtrack. 
Ya estuvo. No more. Done. Couldn’t 
process that finality. This swan song 
perfectly encapsulates all of the 
dualities that made them so special— 
feral yet sophisticated, public yet 
personal, raucous yet disarming, bratty 
but sweet. Kim’s voice is a bit raspier, 
her howl used more sparingly, and the 
songs are less lively than their initial 
albums, but her Kinks-meets-Saints 
songwriting is not diminished a whit. 
Some songs sound like Ronnie, Roy, 
and assorted friends have retrofitted 
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rhythm sections to Kim’s acoustic 
demos, but those moments fit well as 
testament of a band playing together 
just one last time. All sentiment aside, 
this is easily one of the best, most 
consistent albums the band released. 
By the time the gentle, acoustic “Sky” 
closes out side three (the fourth has a 
laser etch of the band), the loss again 
hits home and this goodbye hurts all 
over again. Much love and gratitude, 
Kim, Ronnie, Roy, Melanie, and 
Chris, for so many amazing songs 
that made life that much brighter in 
two-plus-minute increments. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Omnivore) 


NAMELESS CREATIONS: 

Upon God's Call: LP 

To my mind, a well-executed death 
rock record is a wondrous thing. 
There’s just so much mood, emotion, 
and sonic experimentation available 
to be mined, molded, and relayed 
back to the listener that may not 
be as readily available in so many 
of punk’s other subgenres. The 
elements are all there on this Polish 
goth band’s full-length—non-linear 
guitar playing, Christian Death- 
inspired dirges, a keenness for 





parts just don’t quite gel. Perhaps 
the guitar sound is just too clean, 
the vocals too monotone, the songs 
themselves are not as strong as they 
could be, or all of these at once, 
but, at the end, it isn’t as impactful 
as it might’ve been. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Nameless Creations) 
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NEON: Self-titled: LP 

Neon doesn’t play hardcore; they 
deconstruct and reassemble it 
inside out. The songs are short with 
dissonant guitar lines that often seem 
at odds with the rhythm section, who 
plunk away while the singer largely 
speaks lyrics that often sound off the 
cuff. There’s a lot of “art” mixed in, 
and I can totally see the “MOSH! 
MOSH! MOSH!!!” crowd scratching 
their pointy, perplexed noggins, but 
the band is definitely off the beaten 
path—always a  plus—and they 
manage to stay on the rails juuwuust 
enough to keep things coherent and 
engaging. Limited to four hundred 
copies. -Jimmy Alvarado (Neon) 


NIGHTFREAK: Blade of the Knife: 7” 
The title track is a nice bit of mid- 
tempo Chicago punk—driving with 
a balanced mix of rock influence 
and dissonance. The other two 
songs largely keep the same musical 
boilerplate in place with maybe a bit 
more rock blended into the guitar. 
Not bad. —Jimmy Alvarado (What’s 
For Breakfast) 


NOT AMUSED: Self-titled: CS 

Fun, fast NYHC that does not 
disappoint. This four-song tape 
oscillates between hard breakdowns, 
bratty, breathless vocals evoking 
the Wrangler Brutes at times, 
and sludgy guitar and bass parts 
a la Dystopia, checking all your 
hardcore boxes. —Liz Jones (Death 
By Sheep) 
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NOXEEMA: Self-titled: 7” EP 
Clean-channel guitars, driving beats, 
and a vocalist actually trying to sing— 
albeit with a staccato inflection to the 
delivery—tresult in a great eight-song 
EP. Songs are engaging, short on time 
but long on attitude, and, dare I say, 
fun. Digging this more with each 
listen. Jimmy Alvarado (Dotx3) 


OPPOSUMS: Self-titled: LP 

Fuck! What a killer record, these 
boys sound raw and dirty, play a little 
slower, and have a rocking vibe to 
keep your head and feet moving. Sick 
riffs, catchy songs, tight musicianship, 
dirty studio production, and something 
closer to Seattle than Memphis. 
There’s a Wipers cover on here which 
only makes me like them more, and if 
that’s not enough, a bunch of Magic 
The Gathering cards fell out when I 
opened it. This is one of those bands 
that you play a show with and they 
effortlessly smoke every other band 
who thinks they’re the shit. —-Ryan 
Nichols (Black And Wyatt) 


PANIC BEATS, THE: 

Slave to the Blade: CD 

Closed hi-hat Ramones template 
punk rock with flat vocals singing 
lyrical content aimed at a “horror” 
bent, mostly about killing. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Self-released) 


PARTIAL TRACES: Low Definitions: LP 
Let’s do a lil’ crash course just to make 
sure we’re all on the same page. In the 
mid-’00s members of The Soviettes, 


Salteens, and Rivethead congealed into 
The Gateway District. They released 
several incredibly catchy records with 
their final one coming out in 2014 
called Partial Traces. Life does what 
life does and the lineup wasn’t as 
flexible as it once was. Three-fourths 
of GWD re-assembled with some 
extra help and became Partial Traces. 
To me, Low Definition is just as 
catchy and listenable as any previous 
projects’ material. The main difference 
is its sauntering, contemplative tempo, 
forlorn guitar tone, and the addition of 
tasteful, droney synth, low in the mix, 
adding enough body to the song so it’s 
as if they are almost standing erect in 
the room with you. This is definitely 
not pop punk, but hauntingly melodic 
and captivatingly constructed for fans 
of spirit, rather than subgenres. As the 
years add up and youth is less of a 
memory as it is an idea I’m just going 
to have to take your word on, more and 
more | appreciate musicians who give 
you the chance to grow with them. 
Partial Traces have once again created 
a moment. It’s music that you’ll be 
able to use as a touchstone to your own 
timeline. A signifier. A memory. And 
all those times you used to spend late 
at night watching old INXS videos, 
Partial Traces are blazing that trail 
in the here and now. Absorb, exhale, 
grow. —Dary] (Salinas) 


PARTY FORCE: 

| Hate Cops to the Max:7" EP 

Three thrashy songs that at their core 
address shitty cops, civil rights, and 





religion from an Oakland hardcore 
band. The songs are heavily steeped 
in ’80s sensibilities, but there is a 
level of sophistication and a hint 
of a sense of humor that keep 
things from getting too generic 
and preachy. Not bad. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Party Force) 


PAUL ARAMBULA: “Submarine” b/w 
“Submarine” 7" and Walk thru This 
World with Me: CD 

If you get into freak, lo-fi bedroom 
recordings, you can’t go wrong 
with the song “Submarine” that’s 
the 7” portion of this release. It’s 
super DIY, a little dorky, and a 
little psychedelic. The CD potion of 
this release, Walk Thru This World 
with Me, is described as: “A show 
about what happens in the streets/ 
the outside world. Journalism 
thru basic accounts of strangers 
narrating what they’re doing. 
(R)eenacting what they’re doing, 
thoughts which they ignite. (A)nd 
conversations with them/us. A bit 
of interactions with those no longer 
strangers, and some music to tie it 
all in.” All that adds up to an uncut 
sixty-minute track, a sort of sound 
collage of found sounds, street 
ambiance (Berlin and New York), 
and voices interspersed with more 
of Arambula’s odd musical stylings 
and simply talking into a recorder. 
It works way better than it should 
and is weirdly calming in a way 
that warrants repeated listening. 
—Craven Rock (Gilgongo) 





PEG LEG LOVE: 

The Funeral Empyre: LP 

This is some of the best death rock 
I’ve heard since initially finding out 
about the original Los Angeles scene. 
Seriously, you could have slapped the 
year 1981 on the back of this record 
and I wouldn’t have questioned its 
legitimacy for a second. The thing I 
like the most about this record is that 
it’s not overly polished—keeping 
it grittier with a punk edge—and it 
doesn’t sound obnoxiously dramatic. 
If they ever press a follow-up to Hell 
Comes to Your House, Peg Leg Love 
better be on it. -Ryan Nichols (Death) 


PERIOD BOMB / ROSE PEREZ: 

Born in a Bag: CS 

An intentional clusterfuck of a 
split. Period Bomb cranks out a 
few minutes of mutated noise punk 
accompanied by disaffected ranting 
about small talk, diva cups, and... 
whatever the fuck is even going on in 
“Sexy Cowboy.” Rosé Perez is more 
pop-influenced but equally bonkers, 
whether fawning over Meghan 
Markle or sweetly crooning about 
eating placenta. Not sure what to call 
this genre besides “fucked up Kansas 
City basement,” but they shred. 
Sometimes there’s some kind of 
synth, sometimes jittery post-punky 
shrieking, sometimes it’s basically 
Devo-core masquerading as twee 
pop. There’s a flute or something 
on “Masculine” that is so stupid and 
perfect that it literally makes me 
laugh out loud every time it pops back 
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in. Diva cups show up again on this 
side too. Punk in 2020 is sponsored 
by diva cups, take it or leave it, you 
heard it here first. —Indiana Laub 
(20/20 Tapes) 


PHORIDS: Self-titled: CDEP 

This catchy hardcore release from 
Fort Worth, Texas sounds like the best 
of 1990s streetpunk, specifically New 
England bands like August Spies and 
The Pist. It’s recorded in an unfiltered, 
purist manner allowing for optimum 
energy, avoiding current home studio 
trappings. They seem to be playing 
major shows in their region, which 
is well-deserved given how instantly 
gratifying this EP is. Phorids is a 
band to keep an eye on for sure! —Art 
Ettinger (Self-released) 


PINK GUITARS: 

We Are Made of the Sun: CS 

Chaotic hardcore punk from Buffalo. 
Every part of the band is working 
equally hard, all aggressive and 
relentless through all five songs. 
It never feels formulaic or stale 
and kept me hyped up throughout. 
Side B plays it all again backwards, 
which is surprisingly enjoyable and 
disorienting once you realize that your 
tape player is not broken. All in all, a 
fun release that left me wanting more. 
—Liz Jones (Zazen) 


PLATINUM BOYS: Raw Romance: LP 
In the late °90s, Cheap Trick re- 
recorded some of their prime ’70s 
material with Steve Albini, the guy 





who produced Nirvana’s Jn Utero. 
Albini’s raw production gave some of 
the catchiest rock music ever written 
the power to break hearts and burst 
entire cases of beer with one cymbal 
crash. Milwaukee’s Platinum Boys 
sound like criminally lost outtakes 
from those sessions—revved-up 
power pop with a whole lotta fun and 
a little bit o’ wistfulness. This album 
is wall-to-wall bangers that sound like 
a party and get my heart beating fast. 
I want you to want it. —Chris Terry 
(Dusty Medical) 


POISON BOYS: Out of My Head: LP 

You’d have to be either really young 
or really stupid to think that “Poison 
Boys” was a good name for your 
band. I guess I always thought the 
Poison Girls had a good name, but that 
was forty years ago, plus there’s sort 
of a pun in there where it sounds like 
you’re saying “boys and girls,” right? 
“Poison Boys” just sounds like you’ re 
saying “boys and boys,” which is—oh, 
let’s just skip it, we'll assume they’re 
too young to know better and move 
on. If you think a band named “Poison 
Boys” with a logo that looks kinda 
like lipstick or graffiti sounds right up 
your alley, they probably are. If you’re 
wondering whether or not they bring 
anything new and/or interesting to the 
obvious Johnny Thunders/Exploding 
Hearts clichés, or if they wield said 
clichés so astonishingly well that 
their godlike majesty renders bringing 
anything new to the mix irrelevant, 
they don’t. This record sounds exactly 
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like you would think it would sound 
if you looked at the cover. For further 
insight, I suggest you kindly go look 
at the cover. BEST SONG: “Slow 
Down.” Hey, if you don’t want your 
Larry Williams cover to be listed as the 
album’s best song, don’t put it second. 
BEST SONG TITLE: “I Won’t Look 
Back.” Not really, but I thought I 
should mention they also did a song 
off the second Dead Boys album. 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: George Harrison’s lead in the 
Beatles version of “Slow Down” is 
possibly my favorite guitar lead of all 
time, so credit where credit is due for 
a reasonably legit simulation. —Rev. 
Norb (Dead Beat) 


POISON BOYS: 
Poppin’ Eyes and Flashing Feet:7" 
Some rockin’ punk from _ this 


Chicago band who presumably took 
their name from the TKO Records 
7” single from The Riffs way back 
when. A-side tune has an actual 
Raw Power-era Stooges feel to it 
complete with piano and Williamson 
style guitar lead. Not a lot of newer 
bands can pull that off and it is damn 
well done here. On the flip there is 
some serious Berlin Brats crashing 
into the Joneses vibes and, again, 
shockingly well done. This band has 
the look but they seem to spend even 
more time on writing great songs. 
I am very interested in hearing the 
recently released LP to hear more. 
Glam punk deluxe! —Mike Frame 
(White Zoo) 
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PUPPY AND THE HAND JOBS: 

| Hate Everything: 7" 

One of the benefits of record reviews 
is that you can read this review instead 
of doing a Google search for “Puppy 
And The Hand Jobs.” I think this is the 
first band I’ve reviewed with a music 
video available on Pornhub. I’m not 
kidding. They actually have a music 
video for the song “Cocksucker” from 
this EP up on Pornhub. Musically 
similar to much of the Slovenly 
catalog, which is certainly not an 
insult, this seven-track EP is for fans 
of sleazy garage rock with puerile, 
tongue-in-cheek lyrics. An ongoing 
issue that I find frustrating involves 
the assumptions made about those 
of us who enjoy dopey, deliberately 
offensive bands. As a public defender, 
I see myself as someone who does 
good things for a living. As a socialist, 
I see myself as someone who is 
further to the left than a prototypical, 
mainstream liberal. Yet I’ve always 
gotten a kick out of sophomoric 
lyrics. It’s an imperfect analogy, but 
it’s kind of like my inexplicable love 
for extremely violent movies. I’m 
nonviolent to the point that I’ve never 
hit anyone in my life, but I’ve been 
attracted to horror and exploitation 
flicks from a very young age. A knee- 
jerk response to those of us that have 
a soft spot for inflammatory lyrics 
is that we’re a bunch of insensitive, 
misogynistic scumbags. Our knee- 
jerk response back is that our critics, 
while well-intended, are anti-speech 
thought police. Both positions are 





unfair generalizations. In reality, it’s 
often just different sensibilities among 
caring people who have way more in 
common than they realize. You can 
absolutely judge this record by its 
cover, which for some of us is a quick 
“hell yes.” Everyone else should steer 
clear. —Art Ettinger (Slovenly) 


RABBIA, LA: Shock Tactics: LP 

Desperate, tense angular punk, from 
the dirty depths of London. Outlandish 
off-kilter Crass vibes, but with more 
of a Crisis drive or the first couple 
of Gang Of Four albums. Treble 
turned to ten, lyrics mixed between 
English and Spanish—or is Italian? 
I can’t fucking tell. Sounds to make 
you crack. I want music to unsettle; 
stab myself in the eyes or burn your 
house down shit. Glad to hear there’s 
folks still making ugly scary music. I 
know it’s only Feb., but this disc is top 
ten businesses. Track this shit down 
ASAP. -Tim Brooks (No Front Teeth) 


RAMOMS: Teacher's Pet:7" 

I love a good schtick. The funnier, 
the better. For that alone, I would 
love Philadelphia’s Ramoms_ but 
they also have the skills to pull it 
off well. Ramones songs with the 
lyrics rewritten to be about kids and 
parents... Well, “Beat on the Brat” 
didn’t need its words changed. 
It sounds great, and I bet their 
shows are a blast too. My favorite 
song here was “The PTA Took My 
Mommy Away.” —Ty Stranglehold 
(Pirates Press) 


RARE FORMS, THE: Self-titled: LP 

V’ll start off by saying how rad the 
cover of this record is. Some albums 
have something about them that 
makes you want to know more. This 
record definitely has that appeal and 
the music doesn’t slouch for a second. 
The first track, “White Feather 
Treatment” hooked me from the start. 
All I wanna do is rent a Corvette 
and drive way over the speed limit 
to this whole album. If you’re into 
Sheer Mag and haven’t caught wind 
of these folks, then you are sincerely 
missing out on some great music. 
This is proper rock’n’roll record with 
a ripping frontperson. —Ryan Nichols 
(Casino Trash) 


REAL TEARS: Hayfever: LP 

I could be wrong, but it feels like 
interest in power pop-influenced 
punk is waning a bit. Sadly, it’s one 
of those genres not sustaining itself 
due to benchmarks that don’t allow 
for much experimentation. You just 
kinda have to be good at it to pull it 
off. If you have power pop fatigue, 
you might want to check out Real 
Tears. This Swedish outfit who 
seem to take all their promo pictures 
outside (get indoors you idiots, 
you’re in Sweden) come across as 
disciples of the power popt+speed 
equation. Up to the forth song the 
album is good. The fourth track 
“Unwashable Hands of Mine” will 
win you over. It’s quick, thoughtful, 
and fun. I could go into particulars, 
but it’s really the basic formula that 
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DRILING FOR BLASTING 
“FINGERS ARE THE BEST EYES” LP/CD 
BLUES-LADEH, MATHY PUNK ROCK FROM CHICAGO 


drives me to like this music. The 
guitars and vocals resemble The 
Boys mixed occasionally with the 
romantic jangle of The Records. 
“Dumpster Diving” could be a ’77 
classic. Even when they slow their 
roll a bit they nail it. Putting them 
over the top, the band has a real grip 
on the ethereal qualities of a solid 
power pop offering. It sounds like 
something you’d put on late at night, 
or in a car going nowhere. —Billups 
Allen (Alien Snatch) 


ROCKET 808: Self-titled: LP 

As slyly hinted at in the band’s name, 
this is an album comprised largely of 
a melding of rock’n’roll with drum 
machine. Twangy guitars drenched 
in reverb and Vibratone staccato 
meet rhythms that sound like they 
were time warped from Suicide’s first 
album to create a full-length that’s 
just beggin’ to be the soundtrack to 
some’ post-apocalyptic robot-goes- 
after-bad-guys western flick set deep 
in, say, Arizona. Simple yet potent 
throughout, with some great guitar 
work and a surprisingly effective 
reworking of the aforementioned 
Suicide’s “Ghost Rider,” a song that, 
up until a few minutes ago I would’ve 
said was impossible to cover without 
embarrassing oneself. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (12XU) 


SA90: “Overkill” b/w 

“Nothing But Scum’/"Last Word”:7" 
Whoa, didn’t expect what this turned 
into. The A-side starts out as a Crass- 
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like shuffle with vocalist Celina 
almost chanting rapid-fire phrases, 
until the chorus kicks in and she starts 
straight-up howling. It’s cool. This 
is old school pissed-off Bay Area 
punk rock—I’m not sure about this 
band’s history, but they sound like 
one of those sturdy local mainstays 
that have been holding it down for a 
decade or two. “Every time you talk 
to me you talk to yourself, prick/ If 
I had a dildo I’d tell you to suck my 
dick” is a standout line. —-Indiana Laub 
(Screwball Productions) 


SALVATION: Year of the Fly: CD 

Some mighty fine noise rock afoot 
here. This kinda stuff is a fine dance 
to do right—go too far one way 
and you’re in shitty rock territory, 
go too far the other and you’re 
unlistenable. This deftly dances 
along the knife’s edge, striking a 
good balance between ear damage 
and bobbing along to the groove 
via loud guitars and sludgy tempos. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Forge Again) 


SCARECROW: Revenge: 7” EP/CD 

I’m not sure if my perception of the 
punk scene in Raleigh, N.C. is correct 
but it does seem to have a plethora of 
bands which excel at the d-beat style 
of punk. Scarecrow needs to be added 
to the list of bands coming from that 
city and which follow that style, and 
must also be recognized as one which 
does so extremely proficiently. This 
EP provides eight raging tracks that 


they offer a bleak, nihilistic view of 
the world, as one might expect from 
the genre. This is one of the best 
records I’ve heard from such a band 
for some time. —Rich Cocksedge 
(Bunker Punks) 


SCOOTER JAMES: 

We Bend Dear Friends: 7" 

This is a couple of acoustic singer/ 
songwriter tracks in the vein of every 
punk frontman who released solo 
acoustic power pop: Tim Barry, Frank 
Turner, Brian Fallon, Dave Hause... 
goddamn this list is getting long. We 
should name this as its own genre. This 
entry is from Scooter James (Pinhead 
Circus, Love Me Destroyer, Tin Horn 
Prayer). Musically, it’s closest to Tin 
Horn Prayer, but obviously a bit more 
stripped down being that there isn’t 
a full band. —Lorien Lamarr (Snappy 
Little Numbers) 


SHADOW YEAR: Godspeed: CS 

This four-song demo from Brooklyn, 
N.Y. grew on me quickly. The first 
song, “For the Weekend,” has a 
shoegaze feel with catchy drumming 
and a heavy hand on power chords. 
The chords wash over ethereal lyrics 
in a style reminiscent of My Bloody 
Valentine. The tape continues with 
“Six,” a jumpier song with a stark 
four on the floor beat and the draw 
of a Blondie B-side. The rest of the 
tape contains variants on the swish of 
late ’80s/early ’90s shoegaze without 
being contrived. It’s a great accessory 
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what a band in its early stages can 
accomplish with a simple four-song 
demo. —Billups Allen (Self-released) 


SHITDELS, THE: 

Shape-Shift Faces: LP 

The label describes this record as 
“haunted music for barn parties” which 
feels like an accurate description. 
Wild, lo-fi, garage guitar music with 
fuzzy vocals. Reminds me of older Oh 
Sees, or Ty Segall records. This record 
has good energy. —Emily T. (What’s 
For Breakfast) 


SKATE VIDEO: Skate Video #2:CS 
Skate Video lost me when they name- 
dropped Margaritaville in their song 
“Hot Days” which is a mash-up of 
nuclear and summer imagery, recorded 
in the Chicago winter. The two songs 
on this tape feel like hasty, rocking 
punk songs from two people who are 
very practiced at their instruments. 
The solid performance leads me to 
believe that they have more to offer 
than what this tape delivers. —Liz 
Jones (Skate Video Tapes) 


SKINNER: Ecdysis: 12” 

I’m suspect of any punk or DIY record 
that includes a one sheet/press kit but 
I give everything a fair shake. After 
all, how bad could a band that co-opts 
the Simpsons for their album art be? 
Well as it turns out: pretty bad. It’s 
“being the only one of your friends 
who doesn’t smoke weed but likes 
punk so they hang out and watch their 
stoner friends jam out to the same 
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note/chords over and over again” 
bad. Judging from the photos on their 
album insert, these folks like to have a 
good time, don’t take themselves too 
seriously and are anti-fascist, which is 
great! But I’d hate to be that brutally 
honest friend of theirs who, when 
asked, would tell them that they just 
plain suck. —Juan Espinosa (Sub-zine) 


SKITCHERS, THE: 

Gleam another Cube: CS 

This record sounds like you’re at a 
house show and a skate punk band is 
in an adjacent room. | mean that in the 
best possible way. I adore house shows. 
It’s bass-heavy and fast with swirling 
guitar solos. The album title appears to 
reference a cryptic question—Have 
you ever gleamed inside a cube?” —that 
Garry Scott Davis asked Neil Blender 
in an interview in the December 1983 
issue of Thrasher magazine. Later 
in a film of the same name, Christian 
Slater’s character defines “gleaming 
the cube” as “pushing your limits to the 
edge.” This album doesn’t push limits 
as much as it’s an homage to the skate 
or die mentality. “Skate or Die” being 
an alternate name for the reference 
film, this album title essentially breaks 
down to “Peep Inside Our Skate or Die 
Cassette.” In “Not Me” they declare 
that they will not live a life just to go 
to school, get a job, and pay bills. I 
particularly enjoyed the angsty use of 
“ugh!” in “Feelings,” where similar 
bands might use “woahs.” “Skate Till 
I’m Dead” is their longest original 
song on this record, clocking in at 
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1:36, and exemplifies the mood of 
the record by finding four different 
ways to say “skate or die.” —Lorien 
Lamarr (Poopstick) 


SOFT SHOULDER: 

Aerosol Can Stand:7" 

Loud, dominating bass lines, blown- 
out, harsh vocals and guitars, and lots 
of mid-tempo droning instrumental 
moments make this record feel like 
it could be played at The Roadhouse 
at the end of the 7Jwin Peaks revival 
season. It feels less about the 
individual songs and more about a 
mood they are creating, which to me 
is apparently a roadside biker bar in 
a supernaturally murderous pie-eating 
town. —Liz Jones (Gilgongo) 


SONOMAX: Self-titled: CS 

Sonomax has some things going for 
them on this cassette, mixing some 
*80s jangle-pop elements with more 
modern post punk moments. While I 
was hoping upon putting this on that 
it was going in a more C86 direction, 
it doesn’t really cross the finish line 
sounding like that despite the vocals 
giving me Shop Assistants feels 
every now and then. It’s pleasant yet 
somewhat unmemorable in that it 
seemingly paints by the numbers, and 
that’s perfectly okay. Nice release. 
—Mark Twistworthy (Self-released) 


SOUL CHANCE, THE: 
Christmas Sweet: 7” 
This is Christmas reggae. If soulful 
rocksteady is your preferred style and 





you need some seasonal jams, The 
Soul Chance (Bakersfield, Calif.) has 
you covered. This fills a very specific 
niche of needing mellow, islandy, 
offbeat yuletide tunes but with a 
slower tempo than ska. I wasn’t aware 
I needed this in my life, but I’m glad it 
exists. —Lorien Lamarr (Obeah) 


SOUR STEVE: Age of Disconnection: CD 
Four songs of _ self-described 
“hardcore punk of the digital age” is 
what’s on the menu here. Very much 
the sound of an opening band on 
the bill with a legendary punk band 
like D.I. or whatever is calling itself 
Dead Kennedys these days. Political, 
mid-tempo and a little metallic in the 
guitars, if you can’t get enough of mid- 
°80s punk sound this will scratch your 
itch. -Mike Frame (Self-released) 


SPECTRES: “Provincial Wake” 

b/w “Northern Towns”: 7" 

By the time you read this, my copy of 
this 7” will be completely worn out. 
This band gets better and better every 
time I hear something new from them. 
Forget about using Joy Division, 
Killing Joke, and Chameleons U.K. 
references to describe new bands, 
it’s time to add Specters to that list. If 
this is a sign of what’s to come for an 
LP, I can’t wait to hear more. —Ryan 
Nichols (Sabotage) 


SPEEDEALER: 

Blue Days Black Nights: CD 
Apparently these guys used to be 
called REO Speedealer until that 


other band threatened to sue them, 
so kudos for that right off the bat. 
This is their first new record in a 
long time. It is produced by Daniel 
Rey and features Rick Pearson of 
The Buck Pets on bass. I loved 
The Buck Pets but this is a whole 
different kettle of fish—grinding, 
heavy, and looking to turn your 
stereo speakers into a molten lump 
of plastic and wires. Crank it up 
and they may just succeed. —Sean 
Koepenick (Self-released) 


STANK VOOR DANK: 

Where Seagulls Dare: 10" EP 

Tight, clean hardcore with quite 
a bit of O.C. melodicism thrown 
into the mix from a band with a 
Dutch name hailing from San 
Francisco. The singer, who 
somehow manages to recall both 
Keith Morris and Smogtown/ 
Gross Polluter Chavez, addresses 
topical issues with wit while the 
rest of the band serves up a bed 
of mid-speed, catchy thrashing. 
Wasn’t quite sure at the outset how 
this was gonna go, but the band is 
quite good and I’m betting they’re 
a hoot live. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(Stank Voor Dank) 


STREET GURGLER: 

Primal Business: LP 

Cleveland punk with a heavy ’70s 
riff-rock tinge to the song structures, 
two synths adding some atmospheric 
noise, and a monotone singer. 


—Jimmy Alvarado (It’s A Jinx) 


SUICIDE GENERATION: 

Prisoner of Love:7" 

Fast, loud, and lo-fi. This sounds like 
a British version of the Ramones. 
“Shitty in the City” in particular 
has a very 1970s riffy vibe to it. 
I’m usually not one for living in the 
past, but this sounds like it would be 
explosively fun to watch live and get 
drunk on nostalgia or the simulacrum 
of a nostalgia for something that exists 
presently. Maybe it exists outside of 
time. —Lorien Lamarr (Wanda) 


SUITESIXTEEN, THE: 

Mine Would Be the Sun:2 x LP 

How does one review someone’s 
autobiographical “life’s work”? The 
Suitesixteen is actually a man by the 
name of Rob Nesbitt. He has played 
in several of my favorite local bands 
over the years, most notably pop punk 
legends Bum and my favorite political 
hardcore band AK-47. Full disclosure: 
I consider Rob a friend. That fact has 
no bearing on the review. This album 
is the story of his teenage years told in 
a series of immaculately crafted pop 
songs. Anyone familiar with Rob’s 
contributions to Bum’s catalog knows 
that he knows his way around a hook 
and a melody, but this is seriously next 
level action. It is not a stretch of the 
imagination to picture each and every 
one of these songs having the ability 
to fit seamlessly into a mainstream 
radio playlist (at least in an era when 
the radio still played guitar-based 
pop music that is). That isn’t to say 
that this is mainstream pablum for 
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mass consumption. The songs very 
literally capture the essence of being 
a teenager. The swirling hormones 
and emotions. Listening to this, it is 
very easy to bring to mind my own 
teenage (mis)adventures. These songs 
make you feel something very real. 
The entire package is a work of art. 
A double LP in a triple gatefold that 
also houses a fifty-plus page book 
showcasing stories from Rob’s youth, 
the lyrics to the songs, and amazing 
photography by Rob’s wife Wendy. 
Calling this Rob’s “life’s work” was 
not hyperbole on my part. He has 
been working on this project for more 
than fifteen years and it shows. I 
highly recommend this to anyone who 
loves pop. It is a thing of beauty. —Ty 
Stranglehold (Self-released) 


SWEET KNIVES: 

| Don’t Wanna Die: 7" EP 

Great double-single set from this unit 
fronted by Alicja Trout. A layer of 
smooth-vocalled, synth-driven new 
wave propelled by a rumbling garage 
punk engine comprise the four 
songs here. The layers are evenly 
distributed so that things get neither 
syrupy nor sonically unlistenable, 
deftly balancing pop hookiness with 
growling muscle. Jimmy Alvarado 
(Big Neck) 


TEENAGE BOTTLEROCKET 

VS HUMAN ROBOTS: Split: 7” 

This split is for the kids. This is an 
opportunity to showcase Human 
Robots, Milo’s (Teenage Bottlerocket 
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singer/guitarist Ray Carlisle’s son) 
one man band. Fittingly, it starts 
with two Bottlerocket songs that are 
homages to their children. Bassist 
Miguel Chen wrote “Olivia Goes 
to Bolivia” about his baby daughter 
Olivia. “Everything to Me” is Ray’s 
song about Milo. Actually, this split 
is at least ninety percent about Milo. 
Continuing with the theme of children 
in “Step on ’Em All” Milo uses the 
kid’s schoolyard rhyme of “step on 
a crack and break your momma’s 
back” as its focus. Unfortunately, 
that’s where it loses the youthful 
charm as the song advocates violence 
against mothers, pushing listeners to 
“step on ’em all,” or in other words, 
“break all mother’s backs.” As if 
that wasn’t cringe-worthy enough, 
later lyrics expose a desire to “put 
you (presumably mothers?) in your 
place.” “I Want to Hang Out with 
You” is an obsessive song listing all 
the things he wants to do with the 
object of his affection. At least doing 
things with that object is a smidge 
better than to them? It’s impressive 
that Milo can play all the instruments, 
sing, and write songs, but I hope 
the topics grow as he does. —Lorien 
Lamarr (Fat) 


TOMB OF NICK CAGE, THE: 

Cryptids and Creatures: CD 

I did not know what to expect going 
into this one. I was thinking some 
kind of gothic metal or psychobilly 
would have been my bet. I would 
have lost though, since I wouldn’t 
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have guessed they’d be a solid, 
heavy rock/punk band with a major 
L7 vibe. The songs, as the album 
title would allude to, are all about 
strange and unnatural elements out 
there. There is great use of sound 
effects throughout the album and it 
really adds to the unsettling feeling. 
I probably wouldn’t listen to this on 
a regular basis, but I do like it and 
would definitely check them out live. 
~Ty Stranglehold (Self-released) 


TOUCH MY RASH / THE RUNS: 
Strange Sounds from Outer Space: 
Split: CDEP 

And in this corner we’ve got a nice 
little split release. Both bands are 
pretty straightforward in their punk 
sensibilities, but The Runs tend to 
be more poppy and melodic than 
Touch My Rash. Lyrically, both 
bands tread fairly standardized 
punk rock paths, but neither sounds 
derivative or shopworn. I’m looking 
forward to hearing more from each 
entrant herein. -The Lord Kveldulfr 
(Self-released) 


TOY TRUCKS: 

Rockets Bells and Poetry: LP 
What’s up with Memphis? There’s 
something in the water, but more 
likely in the liquor. Sounds like this 
lot have rock’n’roll running through 
their veins thicker than blood. They 
funnel The Standells, Rascals, 
Sonics and all those ugly ’60s bands 
everyone’s folks wanted to hate. Pull 
in some of that Memphis punk vibe 
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and toss in dirty cocaine and whisky. 
Kinda reminds me of the Reigning 
Sound.... Oh wait, one of these 
cats was in ’em. Makes sense. Old 
dudes with music chops and a record 
collection to back it up. Imagine if 
your crazy uncle loved °60s garage 
but did a bunch of drugs in the late 
°70s and can still kick your ass. Real 
deal shit. These fools look old as me 
but rock it like teenagers and I’m 
guessing would steal all your acid, 
and spark you the fuck out. Love it. 
~—Tim Brooks (Black And Wyatt) 


T.S.0.L.: Ghost Train:7" 

The title track is a marriage of big 
anthem punk rock riffage and Damned- 
drenched post-punk they’ve kind of 
settled into and explored during this 
current incarnation of the band. It’s a 
great song, even by the standards of 
a band as rightfully venerated as this. 
The flip, “Never Go Home,” is more of 
the same. While I’m sure those pining 
for the incendiary fury of “Abolish 
Government” will likely whine, this 
shows these vets have found the sweet 
spot between all of their various eras 
and are mining it for all it’s worth. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Slope) 


TURNING VIOLET: Broken Wheel: CD 
One of those bands that seems like 
it could be a side character’s alt- 
rock band in a ’90s movie set in 
Los Angeles. Like when you get a 
brief expository scene at a grimy 
practice space and a bunch of greasy 
guys are lounging around wearing 











Per aia os]. 


FROM THE MAKERS 
We Got Power!. 
THE FRONT ROW... 





leather jackets? This CD feels like 
it was made to be slipped into the 
hand of every skeptical no-nonsense 
booking manager at every rocker bar 
on the Sunset Strip, and then maybe 
he calls back and gives them the 
unexpected last-second opportunity 
for the show of a lifetime or 
whatever. I don’t mean that as an 
insult; that literally feels like the 
niche this band is going for. Just that 
clean and palatably edgy style of pop 
rock’n’roll. Doesn’t really feel like 
anything to me, but it’s fine, I guess? 
—Indiana Laub (Self-released) 


TV CRIME: Metal Town: LP 

You got me. Nottingham England 
is where I spent my formative years 
drinking cider and fighting chavs. 
I’m sure this lot is a good couple of 
decades behind that madness but they 
have managed to put together an LP 
that takes on the power pop of the 
Exploding Hearts and the Shoes from 
the USA but holding tight to the U.K. 
roots of the Undertones and Rudi. 
Smart, snappy power pop vibes with 
a tough edge, but still keeping it punk 
as fuck. I’m sure they all dress in 
smart suits and ties but will still glass 
you in a back ally. Top label. Top city. 
Top band. Boss sounds. —Tim Brooks 
(Alien Snatch) 


T.V. DRUGS: We're Not TV Kids: LP 

Primitive punk pummeling outta Italy 
with some synth noodling buried 
deep in the mix. Though of more 
recent vintage, it recalls the amateur 
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bashing coming out of Europe in 
the late *70s, so I’m sure the Killed 
By Death crowd would find much 
to love here. Jimmy Alvarado (No 
Front Teeth) 


TV PARTY: Self-titled: LP 

The band name and cover art on this 
album made me anticipate a goofy 
Black Flag rip-off, leaving me quite 
surprised to encounter something 
more closely resembling an album 
of Strokes B-sides. I spent the most 
of side A coming to terms with this 
cognitive dissonance and finished off 
the record enjoying it for what it is. TV 
Party is a sometimes catchy, energetic 
band with a mellow recording. 
Recommended for fans of 2000s indie 
rock. —Liz Jones (Outro) 


VAN HUSKINS: Self-titled: CD 

North Carolina’s Van Huskins are a 
punk’n’roll trio. This self-titled album 
is the band’s third full-length. Brothers 
Eric and Ben Huskins play guitar and 
drums respectively, with Mike Phillips 
on bass. All three members share 
vocal duties, and there are a decent 
number of back-ups and singalong 
parts. I found Van Huskins enjoyable, 
but unremarkable. The eleven tracks 
on the album all sounded so similar 
that I wouldn’t be able to distinguish 
one from the other without the CD 
case and track numbers. If they played 
locally, I’d probably check them out, 
but this isn’t an album clamoring for 
repeated listens. —Paul J. Comeau 
(Mystery School) 
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VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Heel Turn Records Sampler #1:CD 
Heel Turn is an awesome label and 
I just learned this by playing this 
sampler. It’s all punk rock from the 
psych punk sound of bands like 
Terrestrials and Outer Spacist to 
the garage rock of Messrs and Day 
Creeper. Ifthere’s anything connecting 
all of these bands, it’s the raw edge 
that runs consistently through each 
track. -Craven Rock (Heel Turn) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: Killed by Meth #4: 
Rust Belt Rockers: LP 

The long-awaited fourth volume of 
the kick-ass Killed By Meth comps is 
here to assail listeners with a pile of 
wonderful, overlooked bands from the 
Rust Belt of North America. Even as 
a lifelong Rust Belt resident, most of 
these groups are new to me. As is often 
the case with bands from the Rust Belt, 
many of these acts would be way better- 
known if they were from either coast. 
This edition includes fifteen songs 
from the likes of Traci And The Faucet 
Of Fuks, Mr. California And The State 
Police, Get Off The Cop, and Speed 
Plans. The focus is on garage and power 
pop, but there are other styles here, too, 
including contemporary fast hardcore. 
All four volumes of Killed By Meth are 
a must, but this latest one is possibly the 
best. —Art Ettinger (It’s Trash!) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Mkultra Overdrive Vol. 1: CD-R 
Nineteen songs with a focus on 
Portland and Michigan bands. There 
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is rap and spoken word mixed in 
with experimental and noise rock. 
I dug “Uke the World” by Cats Not 
Cops and “GG Palin” by Malcolm 
Tent. This is the underground, so 
time for further investigation. —Sean 
Koepenick (Rotten Princess) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Mkultra Overdrive Vol. 2: CD-R 

All over the place compilation 
featuring bands with no musical 
or geographic thread to tie them 
together. I suppose one could say that 
“weird” is the common denominator 
here and many of these songs would 
be just right for a label like Black 
Bean & Placenta. Comps like this are 
interesting in the digital age when one 
can rummage around and find stuff 
everywhere, but it’s cool that it’s still 
happening. —Mike Frame (Rotten 
Princess) 


VIGILANTES, LOS: “Que Descaro” 
b/w “Tus Cartas Llegan”:7" 

Mildly catchy garage rock with indie 
undertones from Puerto Rico. The 
band has some loose ties to Davila 
666 but is certainly not as catchy or 
impressive. —Juan Espinosa (Laja / 
Mandinga / Spaghetty Town) 


VODKA JUNIORS: 

Warrior Anthems: CD 

If you’ve got alcohol in your 
band’s name, I’ve already got one 
subconscious strike against you, so 
Vodka Juniors were already starting 
out down a point with me. Their 
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slick melodic hard rock sound 
didn’t make things much better, 
despite how proficiently all the 
players rocked their instruments. 
I’ll pour one out for these warriors 
lost in a sea of similar-sounding 
rock bands. —Paul J. Comeau 
(Cannonball 666) 


VOIDS, THE: Self-titled: 12” EP 

Tight, ripping thrash from a band 
that’s been around a good while 
now. The pieces all lock in quite 
well, refraining from delving into 
metal or chugga-chugga riffing 
while also getting creative with the 
slower parts. Solid throughout and 
short enough to leave me wanting 
more, this should garner them 
much attention. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(The Voids) 


WASTED BREATH: Self-titled: CD 
This Spokane, Wash. three-piece 
delivers ten songs of punk rock 
that you might have heard on Punk 
Bites 3 were this 1999. Notable 
influences from this listener’s ear 
includes Nirvana, The Offspring, 
and Rise Against. Well-played 
but ultimately uninspiring. We’ve 
heard this a thousand times before. 
Originality isn’t a prerequisite for 
making good music, of course, but 
with forty-four years of punk rock 
available to the world at the touch 
of a button (and for free), the only 
thing that matters is great songs, 
and I’m just not finding those here. 
—Chad Williams (Blackhouse) 
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WE HERE NOW: 

The Chikipunk Years: CD 

The technical prowess of these 
dudes is up there, but I’m not into 
this. But, to give you a sense of what 
you’re in for if you do want to give it 
a try, We Here Now sound like ’70s 
prog rock mixed with big, big doses 
of influence from traditional music 
of South America and the Indian 
subcontinent. Go for it, if you will. 
~The Lord Kveldulfr (Elektrohasch) 


WEREWOLF JONES: Self-titled: 7” 

This awesome garage debut from 
Detroit’s Werewolf Jones contains 
four blazing tracks of — gritty 
goodness. It has a real scummy, 
down-and-dirty vibe that makes me 
think of Spider Babies or a fuzzier 
version of The Dwarves. It’s one of 
those records that instantly demands 
attention, starting with its cover 
illustration of swimmers jumping 
into.an empty pool. It takes the best 
of the 1990s refurbished garage 
tropes and smoothly combines them 
with a new millennium sensibility. I 
look forward to hearing more from 
this auspicious new assemblage of 
sickos. —Art Ettinger (It’s Trash!) 


WHOOSIE WHAT'S IT’S, THE: 

Owl Systems Go!!!:12" 45 

This record confounded me a bit 
at the onset, as the drums were all 
stiff and primitive but the vocals 
were all breathy and sophisticated, 
leading me to the sort of cognitive 
dissonance one might expect were 


one to wake up one day to find 
Palmyra Delran singing on the sixth 
Supercharger album or something. 
It doesn’t really bean the listener 
in the head with its precision and 
execution, like, say, the Baby Shakes, 
nor does it grasp the listener by the 
reptilian forebrain and whisk them 
into a sea of primitive low-budget 
jungle urges like the aforementioned 
Supercharger, either. I feared it might 
slide into a sort of no-man’s-land 
of punk which was competent and 
upbeat, yet otherwise unremarkable. 
By Side 2, however, the elements 
started working together for me in a 
sort of Midnight Snaxxx-ish way— 
which was probably the intention 
anyway—so thumbs up (if you have 
thumbs). The lyrics to “I Don’t 
Wanna Go” are great: “I don’t wanna 
go to Cupertino, I don’t wanna go to 
San Bernardino, I don’t wanna go to 
San Bruno... all those towns sound 
the same, they got ‘no’ right in the 
name!” Owl you need is love! BEST 
SONG: “I Don’t Wanna Go.” BEST 
SONG TITLE: “Middle Feather.” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: According to the flyers on 
the lyric insert, the Whoosie What’s 
It’s once played a show with a 
band named “Captain Billy’s Whiz 
Bang,” which is awesome. —Rev. 
Norb (Self-released) 


WILFUL BOYS, THE: Life Lessons: LP 
Rough ‘n’ tumble noise from 
the AmRep school of rock. The 


dissonance is reined in a wee bit 
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so the equation skews heavier 
on the rock end of the pool 
and is less bludgeoning than, 
say, Lubricated Goat. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Homeless) 


WONK UNIT: Live at Chapan: CD/DVD 
Wonk Unit is a band best 
experienced live. This is where the 
onstage banter adds to the songs and 
makes any performance a fun-filled 
experience, so an album and DVD of 
such an event is probably the next 
best thing for those who have not 
had that pleasure. This was recorded 
in 2017 at Wonk Fest, an annual all- 
dayer put on by the band in London. 
This album pulls together almost 
all of my favorite tracks and shows 
that live, the Wonkers are a different 
beast, with more of a punch being 
delivered than on record. A very good 
snapshot of what this band does and 
the DVD helps get that across too. 
—Rich Cocksedge (Plasterer) 


WORLD/INFERNO FRIENDSHIP 
SOCIETY, THE: All Borders Are 
Porous to Cats: LP/CD 

New music by The WIFS is greeted 
by me with a celebratory ale or 
two and a stuttering jig, as this is 
a band which brings many good 
memories flooding back from 
previous releases and the five 
times I’ve seen them live. In Jack 
Terricloth this motley crew has 
a consummate storyteller, an out 
and out rabble rouser and a man 
with almost permanently red wine 
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stained teeth leading proceedings 
like a vaudeville vampire. Backed 
by all sorts of instruments, 
Terricloth delivers spite, humor, 
and sarcasm in varying degrees in 
a style which has always made the 
word “gig” totally inadequate for 
any live performance from the The 
WIFS. All Borders Are Porous to 
Cats gives everything a fan of the 
band would want and enough for 
any newbies to get on board. There 
are some more serious moments to 
be found on the album, displaying, 
dare I say it, a previously unheard 
maturity—and this is an interesting 
shift, but one that fits in well. —Rich 
Cocksedge (Alternative Tentacles) 


WORRIERS: 

You or Someone You Know: CD/LP 
Full disclosure: Lauren Denitzo, 
the vocalist/guitarist for Worriers, 
volunteers with Razorcake. That 
said, the ten songs on You or 
Someone You Know are big. Big with 
sound, and production, and intent. I 
hear the makings of an ambitious 
rock and roll album, with indie 
rock influence and a foundation 
set securely in punk rock. The 
sound and production are superb, 
which shouldn’t be surprising given 
that the band recorded with John 
Agnello, the legendary producer 
who has worked with Turbonegro, 
Sonic Youth, and Dinosaur Jr. 
Denitzo’s vocals are full and 
strong, reminiscent of a cross 
between Caithlin De Marrais from 


Rainer Maria and the late Dolores 
O’Riordan of The Cranberries. 
The thing that resonated most with 
me, though, are the lyrics. You or 
Someone You Know is a break-up 
album in many ways, but it’s also 
a look at relationships in general: 
how are they defined and why. 
The thirty-five minutes of music 
question relationship norms, which 
is something I’ve been doing the 
past year, too. In the end, the 
album is a good mix of poppy and 
heartfelt, ending with an epic, slow- 
dance (appropriately titled “Grand 
Closing”). ’ ve sometimes wondered 
why Worriers aren’t more well- 
known in the independent music 
scene. Listening to You or Someone 
You Know causes me to think this 
might be the album that gets them 
the notoriety they deserve. —Kurt 
Morris (6131) 


XETAS: 

The Cypher: LP 

Add mine to the chorus of voices 
hyping Xetas and this fantastic 
new record. We RZC bozos, as 
you might’ve noticed, have wildly 
varying tastes even though we’re all 
under the same punk umbrella. For 
me, this one works so well because 
of the driving back end, which 
pounds out syncopation, like in “The 
Hierophant”; the restraint shown in 
the well-arranged dropouts that act 
as a bridge followed by the spindly 
abandon of subsequent guitar lines 
in “The Martyr”; the way the hoarse 


dude vox sometimes sound like any 
number of Gainesville bands, while 
the dual vocals remind me of White 
Murder at their best. The reason 
they’re so beloved is that they vary 
their attack from song to song— 
almost verse to verse—without 
yielding a bit of intensity. So rad! 
—Michael T. Fournier (12XU) 


ZEMEZLUC: 

Kolik A Komu?: CD 

Google translate didn’t want to play 
nice today so the most I can tell 
you about this band is they have 
been around since 1986. They are 
from Brno Czech Republic and are 
currently a three piece. The songs 
are fast and furious so there is no 
mistaking they know what they’re 
doing. Unfortunately, including 
a lyric booklet doesn’t help me 
out too much. One of the band 
members has a U.K. Subs T-shirt on 
the back cover, so I know I am in 
the right neighborhood. The spirit 
and energy is present. I just wish I 
had a lyrical foothold to grasp onto 
while listening. —Sean Koepenick 
(Papagajuv Hlasatel) 


ZERODENT: Tour:7” EP 

As on previous releases, Zerodent 
boil punk down to its essence on 
this EP created for a European 
tour, leaving a base stock of quality 
tunes. No embellishments needed 
or utilized here, just pure, uncut 
indie punk—bouncy rhythms, 
clean-but-battered guitars, zero 


frills production, and simple yet 
effective songsmithing that recalls 
both Eddy Current Suppression 
Ring and Television Personalities. 
Four tunes, 150 copies total, and 
totally worth the hunt. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Alien Snatch) 


ZIK ZAK: Egal: LP 

In the late ’90s and early ’00s, 
there was a huge glut of, like, 
screamy, quasi-dance bands that 
relied heavily on white-belted 
dudes yowling on the floor while 
a keyboardist pounded away amid 
dance beats and hardcore guitars. 
Labels like Sound Virus and Three 
One G put out a lot of stuff like 
this, and bands like the Blood 
Brothers and The Plot To Blow 
Up The Eiffel Tower crafted it 
down to an exact science. Zik Zak 
definitely has elements of that kind 
of screamy, dance-y stuff, but they 
also seem rooted pretty firmly in 
melodic punk, sounding at times 
like a German Bombshell Rocks, 
if that reference rings any bells. 
Competent, veering, propulsive, 
big choruses and hooks. Zero 
idea what they’re yelling about, 
but I’m more than willing to tap 
my foot and nod my head. —Keith 
Rosson (Sub-Zine) 


Check out razorcake.org 
for nineteen years of 
record reviews. 
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ASTERISK, $4, 8%” x 5%”, color copied, 32 pgs. 

This is a zine with a tribute piece to Pink Floyd in it. 
Collecting the works from Canterucci’s October 2019 *Asterisk 
exhibit, it catalogs each piece exhibited, as well as a few extras, 
and aims to explain them. Or rather, Canterucci mentions the 
piece’s “secret meaning” mostly without expanding on those secret 
meanings. Because these works are both abstract in some regards 
and representational in others, it’s safe to assume that there is a 
deeper meaning to begin with. To that end, not every work of art 
needs an explanation if it’s not actually going to provide insight into 
the piece. That being said, I think this is a neat way to catalog an 
exhibition, and some insight or personal background can certainly 
make or break an artistic experience. A little pop art, a little snowflake 
rhetoric, a lot of bright colors, and one painting described within as 
one that “Warhol would have liked.” —jimmy cooper (2264 Elzey 
Ave., Memphis, TN 38104) 


BEHIND THE ZINES #9, $3, 5 2” x 8%”, copied, 42 pgs. 

Behind the Zines is “A Zine About Zines!” It’s filled with a wide range 
of articles by various individuals, all of which relate to zines in one 
form or another. This issue includes a piece by John Porcellino of 
King-Cat Comics writing in praise of the zine fest, a report on building 
a zine library in a small city in Maine, and an essay on the zines that 
inspired a gender subversion poster. There are a lot of other writings 
in here, too. While not all of it spoke to me, I specifically liked the 
entry about working at Chicago Comics and one punk’s guide to 
collaborative zines (by our own Todd Taylor). The wide range of the 
material means there is something for everyone in these forty-two 
pages. Billy welcomes submissions, so if you have something, feel 
free to reach out to him. —Kurt Morris (Billy, 6017 Celestial Ave. NW, 
Albuquerque, NM 87114, iknowbilly@gmail.com) 


BIG TAKEOVER, THE, #85, $5.99, 8” x 10%”, color offset, 164 pgs. 
Glossy magazine featuring interviews with Vivian Girls, Frankie 
Stubbs, the Posies, Bob Mould, Tacocat, David Yow of Jesus Lizard, 
and more. Also has band features, live reviews, and tons of record 
reviews and ads. I’ve heard of this mag for years, but I’m pretty sure 
this is my first exposure to it. A well done periodical, crafted with 
care, and harkens back to a time when publications like this were way 
more common. I’m glad this thing’s still being put out. —Keith Rosson 
(356 4" St., 2"! Floor, Brooklyn, NY 11215) 


FOREVER & EVERYTHING #5, 8%” x 5%”, copied, 36 pgs. 

I think the most endearing thing about Kyle Bravo’s work is the very 
workmanlike steadiness of the panels within. Every moment is given the 
exact same space to breathe. For a lesser artist, this would be a limitation, 
but Bravo knows how to turn it into arhythm. Much like a solid punk song, 
the steady beat keeps the momentum even when little actually happens. 
Bravo is humane, small-time, and anxious. Artistic representations of 
broken dreams. I want to do the stuff I want to do too, Kyle. Let’s all do 
the stuff we want to do. -Gwen Static (kylebravo@gmail.com) 





Sometimes, you just 
want to geek out 
about dinosaurs. 


—jimmy cooper | JURASSIC ZINE 


JURASSIC ZINE, $?, 52” x 842”, copied, 20 pgs. 

Exactly as it says in the description on the first zine: this is a zine 
for people who like dinosaurs. Right at the heart of zine culture is 
the fiercely personal, the interests and voices that aren’t reflected in 
mainstream publishing. I think sometimes a little of the great fun that 
can be had in that is lost in the contemporary zine world; everything 
has to be relatable to somebody or pertinent to the cultural zeitgeist in 
some way. But sometimes, you just want to geek out about dinosaurs 
or whatever. So sure, there’s not a scathing political commentary here, 
or a particularly thought-provoking message, but there is a Jurassic 
World drinking game and I learned some facts about dinosaurs, and it 
was fun, goddamnit! —jimmy cooper (trashydreams666@gmail.com, 
IG @_trashydreams) 


POP NOIR SOUNDSYSTEM #18, 4” x 514”, copied, 30 pgs. 

This zine opens with a quote by Cesar A. Cruz that says, “art should 
comfort the disturbed and disturb the comfortable.” That said, it’s 2020 
and I have trouble believing the scantily-clad women shrieking over 
lecherous skeletons and other ghoulish pop art collaged in this mini- 
zine would disturb most people. But, whatever, if you like spooky 
stuff and thumbing through collage zines this will suit you just fine. 
If you’re collecting art for fliers or collages of your own, consider 
picking this up for that purpose. —Craven Rock (Vertigo-Go!, 2908 
Fruth #201, Austin, TX 78705) 


PROOF I EXIST #30, $1, 4” x 5”, copied, 14 pgs. 

Billy’s latest perzine “was typed out in one night while drinking wine.” 
Despite that comment, the issue isn’t ramblings of an incoherent 
nature. Nor are they accounts of sadness and depression. This is 
sensical, with the content about Billy’s transition from Baltimore, 
where he lived for two years, back to Albuquerque, where he lived 
before his move. He reflects on his time in Baltimore, a relationship 
he had while there, and zines. It’s all very stream-of-consciousness 
but not in a way that makes one want to put it down. It’s a quick, 
simple read—an intriguing insight into Billy’s life for one evening 
while he sipped some wine. —Kurt Morris (Billy, 6017 Celestial Ave. 
NW, Albuquerque, NM 87114, iknowbilly@gmail.com) 


PUNKS AROUND #9: DRUGS: USE, RECOVERY, OUTREACH, 
$3, 5%” x 8%”, copied, 52 pgs. 

The newest issue of Punks Around, at this point a staple by Alex 
Herbert, collects stories, art, and commentary surrounding drug 
addiction—particularly harm reduction. Only recently has harm 
reduction become a priority in larger discourses about addiction 
and recovery (of course, people have always been doing harm 
reduction, but only in the last few years have I seen bigger pushes 
to universalize things like Narcan training), and I’m happy to see 
that reproduced here. Most of this is personal stories about drug 
use, with art and interviews scattered throughout. It highlights— 
as is necessary—the importance of harm reduction, and treating 
those who are struggling with addiction like people, which is 


harder to come by than it should be. You can also buy this zine 
as a bundle with a T-shirt, and the proceeds will be donated to 
one of four organizations dedicated to safe use and/or keeping 
folks fed. Good work on this one, Punks Around. —jimmy cooper 
(punksaround. bigcartel.com) 


SO, WHICH BAND IS YOUR BOYFRIEND IN? (MAKING THE 
DOCUMENTARY) #3, £3, 534” x 8%”, copied, 23pgs. 

This is by far the best zine of the three that the author and documentary 
filmmaker wrote. It’s a cohesive and honest reflection of her five-year- 
long process of the making of her movie, which explores issues facing 
women and non-binary musicians in the DIY (U.K.) punk scene. The 
documentary (and the zines) are a passion project done completely on 
her own and through her shared anecdotes and rejection letters you really 
feel how arduous the journey was. But you also feel how much she cared 
about what she was doing and how hard she really had to work to get it 


I’d love to see a longer form comic from ~ guy. —Gwen Static 
(trashdreams666@gmail.com) 


TRUST #198, €3.5, 84%” x 11”, printed, 60 pgs. 

Heilige ScheifBe! Eine weitere Ausgabe dieses langjahrigen und 
auBerst wichtigen deutschen Punk-Magazins mit allen Interviews, 
Rezensionen und Szene-Gesprichen, die ihr erwarten diirft. Diese 
Ausgabe enthalt unter anderem Interviews mit F.O.D., Primetime 
Failure und Super Unison. Wenn ihr noch nicht an Bord seid, 
unterstiitzt Printmedien und steigt endlich in den verdammten Van! 
—Michael T. Fournier (Postfach 11 07 62, 28087 Bremen, Germany) 


UNVERIFIABLE COMICS #4, $2, 542” x 842”, copied, 16 pgs. 

I was stoked to see another issue of Unverifiable Comics! I loved 
the last issue for its wacko commentary on the shitshow that is our 
world: the political climate, surveillance state, the double-edged 
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completed. The zine also includes filmmaker tips, highs and lows of the 
process, and collages of flyers and commissioned illustrations, which 
overall really mirrors more of the polished and thoughtful aesthetic of 
the film. —Rosie Gonce (musicdocumentary.co.uk) 


STORY OF MY SCAB, THE #10, $?, 5%” x 8%”, copied, 44 pgs. 
Wow! This one’s a ride. The Story of My Scab comes with a ton 
of buttons and stickers, and a personalized LP-sized painting, one 
of which apparently accompanies every order and is limited, you 
guessed it, to sixty-nine. Not sure about what back issues are like, 
but this one is a collection of William’s art. It reminds me a Jot of 
John Mejias’s (Paping zine) work. While it shows a decent array 
of styles—whether it be a faithful, full-page rendition of a Public 
Enemy cassette, or sixty or seventy small, intricate, cartoonish 
drawings of people’s faces—there’s an underlying similarity 
throughout. Each page is dense with art, and I’m more than a little 
convinced that William’s kind of a genius. This is really cool. —Keith 
Rosson (William, xxxwwmxxx@gmail.com) 


SUBTERRAIN #83, $7, 6” x 9”, color print, perfect-bound, 96 pgs. 
SubTerrain is a sweet lil’ Canadian literary magazine that aims to 
provide provocative fiction, poetry, and commentary to its “polite 
nation.” A lot of the criticism and fiction wasn’t particularly 
provocative to me personally, but I can see its diversion from the 
general literary status quo and the aim to provide a publishing voice 
to a more diverse body than might usually get one. Some of the poems 
reproduced within pointed me in the direction of poets I’d not gotten 
the chance to engage with (shout out to Billy-Ray Belcourt—sorry I 
didn’t pick you up before now!), so thanks, SubTerrain! Also, this is 
in classy full-color, and is really quite compelling to page through and 
look at. If you need a small-press lit fix, this is a solid place to start. 
—jimmy cooper (subterrain.ca) 


TRASHY DREAMS #1, 81” x 5%”, copied, 24 pgs. 

An art zine with some wonderful twisted horror/dark fantasy 
influence. It never quite hits the highs that the first two page 
comic about a demonic “dog” hit, but the art remains wonderful 
throughout. Clean, thick lines of Dorkin-esque proportions. A 
hodge podge collection of sticker scans, posters, and doodles. 


WONDER OF IT ALL #1: THE SPIRITUAL SHIT 


—————— 


. 





sword of internet culture... This issue was lots of fun, as the last. In 
a time where you can see dozens of webcomics a day with a near- 
identical look and near-identical content, a distinct, individual style is 
refreshing. However, in this issue, it became a little less clear whose 
side, exactly, the author was on. A few of these comics could read as 
either indictments or reproductions of the rhetoric they’re engaging 
with, and that rhetoric is not that which I would like to take lightly. 
Either way, there’s some great content here, and I’m glad independent 
comics that are truly independent still exist. jimmy cooper (PO Box 
345, Putney, VT 05346) 


VINYLDYKE #2, 82” x 514”, copied, 44pgs. 

I wish I still had this enthusiasm for rock and roll music. Evelyn has a 
wide-eyed wonder that’s easy to lose as you spend your life wearing 
down the sharp ends of your neurons. I’ve heard so many albums in 
the last ten years; do I even remember how to sing along to a song 
that hits me in the soul? Vinyldyke, you’ve reminded me of what’s 
like to not be jaded. I want that again. I got to the end of the issue and 
#3 promises to be about Evelyn’s favorite songs, which sounds like a 
total banger. -Gwen Static (vinyldyke@riseup.net) 


WONDER OF IT ALL #1: THE SPIRITUAL SHIT, $3 ppd. or trade, 
6” x 8%”, newsprint, color, screenprinted cover, 12 pgs. 

This zine has its creator lamenting “the gentrification of spirituality.” 
He says, “This stuff has middle class written all over it in a way that 
a purple skull-shaped bong doesn’t,” referring to the sterile shops 
selling CBD that are replacing tacky head shops of yore. He also has 
a list of ways to relax and a write-up of obscure nineties sludge metal 
band, Nightstick. It’s a nice, kooky read. I hope to read more wonders. 
—Craven Rock (Angus, 21a Buckingham Rd, London, E15 1SW, UK, 
thewonderofitall@gmail.com) 
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Colorado Crew: Denvoid Pt. 2 
By Bob Rob Medina and Sonny Kay, 322 pgs. 

Bob Rob Medina and Sonny Kay are both veterans of the Denver, Colo., 
area punk/hardcore scene, and both are established visual artists. Their book 
Colorado Crew: Denvoid Pt. 2 is a mindblower from first glance on. This 
gigantic book documents the Denver/Boulder scene between 1988 and 1996. 
Each one of the 320 pages is beautifully printed in full color and packed with 
local punk rock history, as well as photos, fliers, artwork, drawings, random 
band graphics, et cetera. The devotion required to realize a project of this 
magnitude is immeasurable and inspirational. 

The bulk of the text is made up of interviews with over sixty people who 
were entrenched in the Denver/Boulder scene of that era: band members, 


Colorado Crew: Denvoid Pt. 2 has the content density of a large 
college textbook on punk rock. There is a lot to read here, and the print is 
tiny (some of it is hard to read for an original gang member like myself). 
The price of this book (around $30) might seem high, but once you have 
it in your hands, you’ll understand that no amount of money could begin 
to cover the work that went into, creating it—not to mention the cost of 
printing such a book. This is clearly a labor of love. -Buddha (Robot 
Enemy Books, bobrobart.bigcartel.com) 


Death of You, The: A Book for Anyone Who Might Not Live Forever 
By Miguel Chen, 152 pgs. 

At the end of 2019 I experienced a lot of loss. First was my dad in 
mid-October, then it was three friends within eight days. Two of those were 
back to back. It felt like just when I started getting used to those feelings of 


’ grief—or thought I was—another one hit harder. In a way I was closer to 


accepting the news of each passing friend as I went to four memorials in a 
week’s time. 

I almost bought this book from Miguel after his yoga session at Fest, but 
didn’t feel like I was ready for it yet, so I grabbed his other book first. Then I 
put off my grief about my dad as long as possible. (Four months later there’s 
still a massive box of photos I haven’t had the energy to look through.) But 
after that second run of loss, I knew I needed to dig into this book. Miguel’s 
last one taught me how to adopt gratitude just for being alive and inspired me 
to change the name of my alarm to “Happy to be here,” so it’s the first thing 
I see every day. I got deeper into a meditation practice and became calmer 
as well as mindful. 

For Death of You however, I needed to face hard truths full on. We are 
all going to die someday. Yeah, it’s not a shock to most people. But for me, 
I’ve often let the fear of dying occupy my mind in a way that causes intense 
anxiety. Reading through this book and practicing some of the meditations 
Miguel lays out have really helped me curb that. 

He goes through stages of grief, outlines his own experience losing 
close family and friends, learns how to accept the inevitable, and breaks 
down ways to deal with the many causes of death. Within that he includes 
unexpected loss, ones you could kind of see coming (terminal illness, old 
age), suicide, and murder. None of this is easy to process, and he also explains 
that the stages of grief (DABDA: denial, anger, bargaining, depression, and 


The devotion required to realize a 
project of this magnitude is 
immeasurable and inspirational. 


label/zine folks, promoters, artists, wastoids, and other fixtures. I’d heard 
of a few of the bands/people featured in this book before reading it: Donut 
Crew Records (founded by Medina in 1988), Cavity (I played with another 
band called Cavity in the mid-’90s, so I was always like, “Who the hell is 
that?”), Warlock Pinchers, and the Fluid. A few obvious (to an outsider like 
me) groups, like Dead Silence and the Nobodys, are not interviewed here 
(Dead Silence does have a two page spread with photos and fliers, but no 
interview), and I have yet to find an explanation for this in the book. 

The interviews are in depth and entertaining, and they often cross- 
reference in a way that keeps the story moving. After reading one person’s 
interview, you’ve learned enough about another figure to be thoroughly 
interested in theirs. Example: I had never heard of Tom Headbanger (show 
promoter) before, but after reading about him in other interviews, I was 
surprisingly stoked when his chapter came up. 

The accounts in the interviews frequently overlap and sometimes 
hilariously contradict each other (I mean, we are talking about punks here). In 
fact, Colorado Crew unfolds in fashion reminiscent of Joseph Heller’s novel 
Catch-22, which is told not chronologically but from each character’s point of 
view. Similarly, in Colorado Crew, you must read through the interviews and 
put two and two together for the larger picture to present itself. Ultimately, 
the stories combine to create a familiar scenario—triumphs, failures, friends 
made, friends lost, venue owners infuriated, cockhorses ridden—that is both 
moving and relatable. 


—Buddha | Colorado Crew: Denvoid Pt. 2 


acceptance) don’t always happen in a specific order. 

Some of the meditations offered in here help establish a meditation 
foundation: finding moments of peace; exploring what our own personal 
version of hell looks like; avoiding distraction and embracing wholeness; 
forgiveness; and, finally, our own death. In the last one, Miguel teaches the 
nine Buddhist contemplations of death. Throughout the entire book, he keeps 
the language non-denominational and open for each person’s individual 
belief system. 

While I’m not quite ready for the death meditation, all of the practices 
and words of wisdom are extremely helpful. Miguel writes in a very 
conversational tone, which makes the book very accessible. I love that all of 
this comes from the mind of a punk (bassist of Teenage Bottlerocket!), but he 
opens it up to any living person grappling with these parts of our existence. 
—Kayla Greet (Wisdom Publications, 199 Elm St., Somerville, MA 02144) 


East Pittsburgh Downlow 
By Dave Newman, 459 pgs. 

Sellick Hart is a former welder who wrote formulaic romance novels for 
a paycheck on the side. A kindly dean at the local community college hired 
him to teach creative writing after reading a newspaper profile on the author. 
Hart, who’s accustomed to wielding a torch under bridges in freezing cold 
weather, appreciates the good fortune of bumbling into his academic gig. He 
also realizes its inherent contradiction: his students are in school to further 
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themselves, to get out of bad jobs and bad situations, “to not be” whatever 
they are any more. Judging them on the short stories they write—often based 
on their own lives—won’t get them hired. There’s nothing to do but present 
ideas the best he can, and offer encouragement. 

As Hart teaches, he nurses a flirtation with a bartender at his local bar 
who doubles as his student. He maintains a relationship with his mom, 
hangs out with an ex-NFL player friend who has just gotten out of jail, 
and pecks away at a novel. Not a romance novel written under an assumed 
name, but a literary novel about people like himself and the students he 


problems when someone is generalizing and making grand pronouncements 
about scenes that (by their own admission) they stopped paying attention 
to. 

Any regular reader of Razorcake is familiar with plenty of political punk 
labels of the past two decades. Moreover, MacPhee dismisses the “return” of 
vinyl as a boutique fashion being driven by Barnes and Noble and their ilk. 
I’m sympathetic to that complaint, but many DIY punk labels never stopped 
pressing vinyl and still do. What’s more, let’s be honest about the fact that 
vinyl is a Western luxury and many non-Western labels release their music on 


His prose is unfussy but scattered throughout are 
great lines, gems which made me put the book down 


and catch my breath; no shit. 


teaches. Hart says “the places where most Americans work are the least 
likely to appear in novels” and yearns to honestly portray those Americans 
whose voices are underrepresented. 

In the midst of this, a student uses a handgun to kill himself in one of 
Hart’s classes. 

Dave Newman’s writing on class issues is never self-congratulatory, 
and never feels forced. I get the sense that he’s writing what he knows, 
like Sellick Hart. And it’s not just class that Newman writes about, either: 
watching Hart sink into the depths of depression following the classroom 
suicide is a stark treatise on the realities of depression, repressed trauma, and 
self-delusion. All of this is delivered in an imminently readable style. His 
prose is unfussy but scattered throughout are great lines, gems which made 
me put the book down and catch my breath; no shit. 

East Pittsburgh Downlow is the second of Newman’s books I’ve read 
(the excellent Two Small Birds was the first). I teach at a community college, 
so it’s no surprise that the ideas of students attending “to not be” resonates 
with me. But the weary sympathy in his particular brand of realism offers a 
sense of hope in the face of struggle even to those outside of the academic 
racket. Dave Newman’s work has a huge heart and is worth seeking out. 
—Michael T. Fournier (J. New Books, jnewbooks.com) 


An Encyclopedia of Political Record Labels 
By Josh MacPhee, 196 pgs. 

I bet you didn’t know you needed an encyclopedia of political record 
labels, did you? Okay, this slim, easily digestible volume might not be a 
necessity, but it would be an excellent addition to your bathroom shelf, 
wedged between your Ben Snakepit and Liz Prince collections. This is 
actually the third edition and it contains 789 short entries on “political 
record labels” around the world, each about a paragraph in length and highly 
informative. You aren’t gonna read this cover-to-cover, and while it’s an 
excellent resource in its own right as a reference book, its value comes from 
providing useful and entertaining nuggets of information about random and 
obscure labels you’ve probably never heard of before. 

I like this book a great deal, but I do have some serious criticisms. I’m 
about to rant, so bear with me here. MacPhee says he grew up enmeshed in the 
DIY punk scene of the late ’80s and early ’90s, but by the turn of the century his 
love of music had been “crushed” by his “disillusionment with the potentials of 
political punk.” Fair enough. I won’t begrudge him his loss of faith. 

Nor will I fault him on his musical evolution into folk and “world music.” 
It was that journey, after all, which led him to start compiling a list of what he 
considers political record labels. He states clearly in the Introduction that he 
limits “record labels” to those that released viny/ records and his understanding 
of “political” is also limited to exclusively leftist and/or nationalist politics. He 
has no interest in compiling information on right wing labels. And while I’d 
personally find information on such labels useful (know your enemy), I don’t 
fault MacPhee for not wanting to damage his soul by doing so. 

Lalso don’t fault him for only looking at labels from the 1970s to 1990s. 
I get it; lines sometimes need to be drawn. But I question his justification for 
imposing a cut-off date of the mid-1990s. He gives two reasons: vinyl was in 
decline and bands weren’t political anymore. Specifically, he says that music 
became “more about politics than of it.” Excuse me? That’s some serious 
bullshit there. MacPhee makes that claim because he stopped being engaged 
in the late-1990s. That was his decision and that’s fine, but I have serious 


—Michael T. Fournier | East Pittsburgh Downlow 


cassettes and CDs for good reason (for instance, they’re cheaper, more mobile, 
and hold up better in tropical climates). So just looking at vinyl-releasing 
labels ignores a huge swath of important political labels around the world. 
Okay, rant over. 

If these things bother you too, just skip the introduction and dive into the 
almost eight hundred entries. There so much to enjoy here. This is ultimately 
a labor of love and, even with my criticisms, I am happy MacPhee has such 
an obsessive fixation (also check out his ongoing zine series, Pound The 
Pavement). I’m also glad that the press, Common Notions, ponied up the 
money for full-color logos throughout and let MacPhee design the cover and 
internal layout. It is gorgeous. —Kevin Dunn (Common Notions, 314 7 St 
Brooklyn, NY, commonnotions.org) 


Four-Year Depression 
By Billy McCall, 95 pgs. 

I’ve enjoyed reading Billy’s zines for well over a decade now— 
especially his Last Night at the Casino series—and his other zine, Proof I 
Exist, is also good. Thus, I was happy to get his book, Four-Year Depression, 
to see how his writing would fare in a longer format. 

The subtitle on this book is “How to Love Your Family (even though 
they voted for you-know-who),” which informs the reader that the material 
in these ninety-five pages isn’t about Billy’s battle with mental health issues 
but rather a tale of how to deal with Donald Trump’s presidency. (Ironically, 
I wrote a zine about my initial shock and fear after Trump was elected in 
2016.) Billy explores his experience the night of the 2016 Presidential 
election. He writes about what went on for him that night, but also the range 
of emotions he went through. 

Billy also isn’t afraid to write of his politics, which are far left leaning. 
He delves into the problems of the American political system, including how 
the main two parties aren’t really that different (yep). He acknowledges that 
Hillary Clinton wasn’t an ideal candidate but in comparison to Trump, she 
was certainly the better alternative. 

Four-Year Depression isn’t just about his thoughts on politics and the 
election of Trump, though. What makes the book special is how it ties in 
with finding out his family voted for Trump. How does one negotiate a 
family who you love and care about but who also voted for someone you 
find reprehensible? Billy explores the ups and downs, especially in light of 
how his concern for his brother brings him closer together with his mother, 
even though she voted for “you-know-who.” 

It’s the personal angle that causes this book to be a winner. Something 
that focused on only the political frustrations or the faults of Trump would’ve 
been redundant in the face of everything we’ve all read the past four years. 
But the complications that come with loving family that also hurts you is 
what gives this book depth. 

That said, I felt this book could’ve used the help of an editor. In 
case it doesn’t sink in the first few times, Billy makes it clear that he 
really hates Trump. And while I totally agree, some of the content 
was redundant and could’ve been cut. Many of us are aware of what a 
horror Trump is and capturing that in the course of a chapter instead of 
spread throughout the book would’ve enabled Billy to focus more on the 
material that is key to this book’s success. Still, Four-Year Depression is 
definitely worth a read, especially if you’ve enjoyed Billy’s writing over 
the years. —Kurt Morris (iknowbilly.etsy.com) 
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Shining Man 
By Todd Dills, 304 pgs. 

In Shining Man, Todd Dills spins a fantastic, gently unreliable narrator 
in his character Cash. He’s an over-educated guy with “more than a little of 
that tendency integral to the mad mind of the Southern hedonist to elevate 
[himself] to mythic status,” stuck for years, through his own inertia, in a 
gig as a Carolina fry cook. That is, until the events of the novel are jerked 
into motion by absence. Cash’s deadbeat dad Ralph disappears from his 
Chicago apartment. Cash drives his janky car up to Illinois, claims his father 
is dead, finds work at a bar, and starts writing (the narrative is peppered with 
footnotes-as-examples). 

He finds a trove of reflective vests in his father’s apartment, sews them 
all together, and becomes Shining Man. He walks onto a highway median, 
where oncoming headlights blind drivers when they bounce off his suit. 
Cash escapes police detection by jumping into the back of a pickup truck 
piloted by a sympathetic driver. 

Photos of the Shining Man go viral then get turned into the subject of an 
art exhibition, culminating in many shining suits being disseminated amongst 
gallery-goers and into the streets of Chicago (and we later see similar suits 
on a marching band). Cash leaves Chicago for Birmingham, then, later, for 
the pit crew of a racecar team for one of his high school classmates, then, 
finally, to Charlotte. Dills renders all this change easily, with nary a seam to 
be found—he’s impressive on the keyboard. 

Threads of modernism are woven through Shining Man: a mysterious 
note is handed off to Cash by Suited Man, whose (perhaps non-)presence 
in the novel’s background is Nabokovian; characters named Tacklebox and 
V nod to Pynchon, as do slogans (DOWN WITH DEBT; WE ARE OUT 
HERE), racecar conspiracies, actual Nazis. A kind of self-reference familiar 
to readers of the genre permeates—with enough subtle inconsistency— 
Cash’s narration to keep astute readers on their toes throughout. 

Beyond all this, and beyond the entertainment value of Cash’s road trip, 
Dills hones in on identity, the need to be seen, excess, self-awareness (and 
sometimes a lack thereof) throughout. At one point, in Chicago, Cash says, 
“You can be whatever you want, really: I hadn’t understood that.” Shining 
Man asks what Cash—what we—want to be, echoing Vonnegut’s declaration 
in Mother Night that, “We are what we pretend to be, so we must be careful 
what we pretend.” 

Sounds like a lot, right? It is. Shining Man is dazzling, confusing and 
honest; a bold take on Southern writing traditions that ruminates on both the 
region and the modern era, whatever that means in 2020. In Shining Man, 
Todd Dills confronts us with the true meaning of the phrase “reflective of our 
times” and its connection to self-identity. What a trip! —-Michael T. Fournier 
(Livingston Press, livingstonpress.uwa.edu) 





Texas Is the Reason: The Mavericks of Lone Star Punk 
By Pat Blashill, 240 pgs. 

Texas is the birthplace of some of the fiercest and uncompromising 
punk rock ever created. As Gary Floyd, vocalist for Austin band the Dicks, 
is quoted here: “I’m a redneck fag. It’s like, “You don’t like it? Fuck you.’” 
Like the Lone Star State itself, Texas Is the Reason: The Mavericks of Lone 
Star Punk is immense, and author Pat Blashill uses his iconic photographs of 
stalwart Texas-tough bands like the Big Boys, the Dicks, Scratch Acid, the 
Offenders, and the Butthole Surfers to tell his version of the story of Texas 
punk rock in the early 80s. 

Photographer/journalist Blashill’s book is heavy on the Butthole Surfers, 
which is great for a lifelong fanatic like me. At the time, the Butthole Surfers 
had to be one of the most visually compelling underground acts ever to exist, 
and the massive number of Surfers photos in Texas Js the Reason are about 
as twisted and provocative as any I’ve seen. On the other hand, I find myself 
wishing this was balanced out a little with more pics of slightly lesser known 
bands, like the Dicks or the Hickoids, as the photos of these bands that are 
included in this book are fantastic. 

The book’s publisher Bazillion Points never fails to produce a fantastic 
looking book, and Texas Is the Reason is no exception. This is a super-nice 
hardbound edition with killer cover art and cool embossed lettering down the 
spine. The inner page printing is top notch as well, with huge crisp; photographs 
presented flawlessly on glossy pages throughout the book, ensuring that the 
author/photographer’s obvious passion is properly conveyed. 

Texas Is the Reason also includes seven essays by Texas punk veterans 
like film director Richard Linklater (Slacker, Dazed and Confused, School 
of Rock), Blashill himself, and a few others. David Yow’s story about getting 
locked in his University of Texas dorm room when he was about to go out 
to see the Dicks is pretty hilarious, and Teresa Taylor of the Butthole Surfers 
has a “Top-Ten” Texas punk records segment that is essential. 

The few photos of bigger non-Texan bands (Devo, Dead Kennedys, 
Samhain) are great, they look. fantastic and all, but they don’t seem to 
add much to the story. However, the pics of the young and clearly rowdy 
Replacements are entirely priceless. 

My only major complaint: not enough Wade Driver. 

Texas Is the Reason: The Mavericks of Lone Star Punk is an outstanding 
photography book, a trip back in time, and an essential look at the early days 
of Texas punk rock. Calling this a coffee table book would be an injustice. 
The presentation of the photographs is thoughtfully executed, and the 
packaging is aesthetically unsurpassed. In fact, when I first picked up Texas 
Is the Reason and flipped through it, I thought to myself, “I would take a 
bullet for this book.” What would Oswald do? —Buddha (Bazillion & 








Anti-Nowhere League: We Are the League: DVD/CD 

For the longest time I never knew what to make of Anti-Nowhere 
League; they always seemed to get lumped in with the stalwarts of early 
°80s Brit hardcore like Discharge, G.B.H, and the Exploited, however 
ancillary that relationship may have been. But they stood out in my mind 
because, unlike those bands, they never sported the officially sanctioned 


Points, bazillionpoints.com) 

hardcore look. No colorful Mohican or porcupine hairdos. Instead, they 
wore top hats and gay biker hats with short hair and came across as slightly 
fetishy low-rent goons, each a walking menagerie of nits and unusual 
rashes. With their striped shirts and gobs frozen into exaggerated snarls, 
they had the petty criminal charm of any gang of henchmen on the old 
*60s Batman show. | could even picture the ANL lair with floors tilted 
at angles no innocent person would architecturally allow. And of course, 
they were fronted by this loutish biker dude wearing crisscrossing chains 
like a vest and menacingly clutching a large ax for some reason, who 
would’ve seemed out of place at a punk show if he wasn’t surrounded by 
his similarly misfit bandmates. All in all, they seemed like Motérhead’s 
filthier little brothers, with a biker/skinhead/punk twist. , 

It eventually dawned on me that Anti- Nowhere League was a stubbornly 
out-of-lockstep representation of heterodox punk. I liked that. They were 
kindred oddballs, a subset of super-weirdos within the larger group of regular 
weirdos, and for that reason alone, I owed them a listen. It didn’t take long 
before I found myself in heated arguments with Metallica fans about whose 
version of the politically incorrect classic “So What” is better. 

We Are the League is the ANL documentary I always wished existed. 
It presents the infamous oddball “anti-band” from Tunbridge Wells warts 
and all, including sordid carrots-up-rectum stories, frank recountings 
of racially-tinged band tensions, and even an unflinching look at their 
incongruous stumble into Tears-For-Fears-like sensitive, soft metal realms 
with the release of their Perfect Crime album in the late ’80s. Included 
with the DVD is a CD of raw live recordings from 1982 featuring ripping 
renditions of their early classics along with hilarious samples of snide 
audience baiting. 

I would recommend, before sitting down to watch this DVD, perhaps 
cleaning the wax deposits out of your ears as the British accents presented 
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are brogue-ishly thick and laced with sometimes inscrutable slang; not 
to the point of listening to a Wattie interview where you actually need 
subtitles, but attentive listening is probably required. 

It could be said, given that the subject of this documentary is a band 
notorious for its low-brow crudeness, that this is a surprisingly well- 
crafted film. Even more surprising might be that the blokes in the band 
come across as genuinely affable chaps, whether having had their barbs 
shaved down by advancing age or clever editing. Seriously imposing and 
yet self-deprecating at the same time, Anti-Nowhere League is a grimy 
enigma in leather and this film gives you a gritty look at the goons behind 


The documentary starts in Jamaica in the ’50s, where instead of people 
filling a room to see a band perform, they would flock to the place with 
the best sound system and DJ spinning the best records. Then it takes us to 
the U.K. in the 60s where two record store employees took their mutual 
interest in Jamaican music to the next level by starting a record label. They 
hit up all the producers in Jamaica to release records through Trojan, hence 
introducing a bunch of British youngsters to a new sound that made them 
want to shake their butts. 

There are many great and deep interviews with folks that were around 
Trojan Records before day one, including Bunny Lee, Derrick Morgan, 


You will learn how Millie Small put ska on the charts 
and why politician Enoch Powell is a piece of shit. 


the legend, free of any threat of being bit or gobbed on. Essential viewing. 
—Aphid Peewit (MVDvisual.com) 


Rudeboy: The Story of Trojan Records: Streaming 
Directed by Nicolas Jack Davies 

Many music-related documentaries are being released these days 
and we should all be very grateful. A lot of those documentaries are 
informational, yes, but all kind of follow the same formula: fast-paced 
interviews with archived footage of whatever events the subject matter or 
narrator mentions. 

Rudeboy takes a slightly different approach. First, there is no narrator. 
The narrative is done by the musicians, producers, and people involved in 
the rise and fall of Trojan Records. And during those interviews, there is 
some archive footage here and there. But the majority of what you see is 
dramatic recreations of whatever story is being told. In those recreations, 
there is little to no dialogue and the cinematography is great. 


—Rick V. | Rudeboy: The Story of Trojan Records 


Toots Hibert, wild-man Lee “Scratch” Perry, and Roy Ellis (Symarip), who 
cuts quite a rug in this movie. There are also some memorable interviews 
with Neville Staple (The Specials), documentarian Don Letts (Big Audio 
Dynamite), and Pauline Black (The Selecter). 

Without giving a whole lot away, in this documentary, you will learn 
how Millie Small put ska on the charts, what a rudeboy actually is, why 
politician Enoch Powell is a piece of shit, why skinheads carried around 
copies of Tighten Up Volume 2 under their arms, and why the staff at 
Trojan Records had to go out back and smash their records every once 
in a while. 

Rudeboy was released last year via streaming services (for some 
reason it’s rated NC-17 on Amazon) but has yet to get a physical release 
other than a soundtrack. I would be hyped to see what special features 
or extended interviews would exist on a DVD or Blu-ray. Or at least 
more footage of Roy Ellis dancing around an empty warehouse. Js 
-Rick V. (Pulse Films, pulsefilms.com) é 








ORG MUSIC 


RECORD STORE DAY 2020 


SOCK-TIGHT: SMUDGE 


pristine Ce LCM lee p Aue Com a ALL oer 


JIMMY SWEENEY: WITHOUT YOU 


NMA Ce aul Reed 
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MARION BROWN: PORTO NOVO 


Brown's best work, finally back in print 


INFECTIOUS GROOVES: TAKE U ON A RIDE EP 


feat. members of Suicidal Tendencies, Metallica, and Avenged Sevenfold 


WURM: POISON B/W ZERO SUM 


feat, Chuck Dukowski of Black Flag 





Soft Shoulder: 


‘Contextual Depr ciation’ LP 








James Fella's long-running junk-kraut / post- 
punk unit returns with a collection of recordings 
from live performances and practice tapes 
yielding an “early Rough Trade 7"s haphazardly 
dubbed over a Cluster tape” sort of sound 
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NAT TURNER REBELLION: LAUGH TO KEEP FROM CRYING 


Searing funk/soul from early 1970s Philadelphia 


SUN RECORDS CURATED BY RSD, VOLUME 7 


feat. Howlin’ Wolf, Johnny Adams, Doctor Ross, and More 


MIA DOI TODD: GEA 


Her finest work, finally on vinyl 


LAGNIAPPE.SESSIONS, VOLUME 2 


Available NOW on Gilgongo Records: a 
record label and mail-order from Arizona. 
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feat. The Mountain Goats, Damien Jurado, Mikal Cronin, and many more 
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